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PREFACE. 



The author of the following furtive rhymes has long heen a 
ti'uant from tiie " laurelled wallts of literature," tmd now, in the 
autumnal gloaming of life, liite Rip Van Wmkle from his mountain 
alumher, he comes once more among the haunts of men, with antique 
accoutrements and forgotten phraseology, to enquke of wondering 
old friends and neighbors^whefher this busy world stands where it 
did " In hb hot youth, when George the Thii'd was King?" 

To the query, " Why has the author written in the Scottish 
dialect 1" ha can only reply, it is hie mother tongue — the language 
spoken hy Scott, and sung by Burns. Wlih its Doric mwMO, all his 
earliest and dearest associations are mtertwined. Its melodies luila- 
bied Ma infancy; and will, he ti'ust, contribute their sliare in tranquil- 
lizing his parting hour. It was thus the twig was bent — thus the 
tree was inclined — and thus must it eventually iail. 

The fact, that the author has spent the last tbiriy years of his life 
in what was wont to be called the far West, will be apology enough 
for the few pieces on American subjects at the close of the volume ; 
and, wilh this simple avowal, he, in law parlance, mil rest his case. 

To the friends who on this occasion havf! formed a square around 
him, what can he offer but the warm and spontaneous (Jianka of a 
glowing heart — whose earnest wish is, that they may individually 
realize the pleasures their generous regard has so deeply conferred 
on him — and so 

"To each and all a kind good night." 
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THE TWA MAIDENS AND THEIR MEN. 



FIKST MAIDEN. 



Slow o'er a sky, young May had drest, 
The glow o' day was gathering west, 
Where darkly 'gainst the deepening glare 
Rose the rough ruins o' St. Clair. 

It was an eve that grief had chose, 
When time had maater'd half her woes, 
To give to sorrow's mellowing dye, 
A Bcanter tear, a softer sigh. 
Nor was it fitted less 
For love's delicious tenderness;— 
The very whisperings o' the gale 
Seem'd soften'd for a lover's tale. 

When down the lane young Maggie's gano 
Wi' step as she were dancing, 

Her rosy cheek, like e'ening's streak. 
Like stars her e'en are glancing. 
2 
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She 's in her shoon, her task is doon, 

The foddering an' the milking, 
A ribbon rare is in her hair, 

An' canty lays she 's lilting. merry singiiv; 



MAGGIE'S SANG. 

The laverock awakens the welkin, larh 

Oat mavis he sings down the sun, thrush 

An' he 's tlie braw bird o' my.likin', 
That tells us the day work ia done. 

Then hey for the sang o' the gloamin', 

The laverock awakes us to wark; 
While tlte mavis sings, "Johnny 's a comin'," 

To meet wi' his Meg when it 's dark. 

There 's bonnier blooms in the simmer, 
Than craw flowers an' gowans, we ken, 

An' statelier trees araang timmer, 

Than bushes are busking our glen. decMng 

But hey for the birk kings sae featly, neatly 

The primrose an' genty liare-bells ! 

That scent our wee bonrock sae sweetly, hovxr 

"When cracking at e'en by onrsel's. talMng 
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Near whar the burnie takes a crook, hrooh 

Ye 'd found their eosej canny nook ; quiet 

The rowntree nodding owre the brae, 

Bight gallantly to thorn an' alae; 

While a' around, aae fresh an' fair, 

Told Spring had been right busy there. ^appointment 

True to his tryst," wi' loup an sten/ 'jump and spring 

Young Jock came whistling up the glen ; 

Light to the trjsting-tree he sprang, 

Venting his spirit in a sang. 



JOHNNY'S SANG. 

The wirid it came saft frae the southart, 

Awakening the bird an' the bee ; 
deeding bourocks were sair winter wither'd. 

An' busking our bonny hawtree. 
An' fee-day will soon follow on it, 

When down comes the pennies an' poun's, 
Our lads then will don a new bonnet, 

Our lassies new ribbons an' gowns. 

Then hey for the time eowes the claver, cuts the clover 
The tedding an' bigging o' ricks I spreading 

When auld bodies take to their havers, nonsense 

An' youngsters to tousling an' trieks, romping 
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Brown iiairst, when the weather is lytbsonie, mild 

All' out comes the bansters and baiins, reo^pers 

Our lassies they kytbe then sae blythsome, hoh 

It 's hard, man, to haud aff your ban s ! 
An' syne when, we 're dane wi' the leading, 

An' a' thing conies bein to the birn ; snug barnyard 
Our laird ho sits king o' the feeding, 

But Maggie 's the queen o' the kirn I harvest feast 

Then hey for a bab at the babby, 

The tousling, the boosing, an' a', drinhing 

An' hey for my bonny wee Maggie, 
The pride o' the rig an' the ha' ! 

But hark ye I on the nether bank, 

Whar supple saughs are waving rank, willows 

There 's rustling o' a petticoat — 

Weel Johnny kens the owner o't — ■ 

A laugh — a lou'p — a about o' glee — 

An' Meg the dawty 's on his knee. darling 

Then came the squeezing an' the eniack, 
Nae sic as canldrife wooers tak ; 
But that lang kiss, an' hearty grip, 
Tells bow the bosom works the lip — 
Till Maggie, gasping out o' breath, 
Declares be 'd worry her to death, 

Belyve, be 's calm an' doucer grown, by and hy 

An' then, wi' earnest words, an' lowne. 
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He 's tald her hoo the claclian wriglit village 

Was bandit in a paction tight, 

To hae a' ready, reel an' rocli--- 

The aumry an' the aught day clock — cupboard 

Wi' ilka loom auld kimmers ken 

Is mensfa' in a butt an' benn. needful 

ITorby Frae Rab o' Whinnyhanse 

Ho 'd rentit 'gainst next Martinmass 

A cot-house an' a hawkie's grass. cow's 



But safe usl when the lad was led in, 
To mint at bridal day an' beddin' 
When Maggie would be a' his ain ; — 
He tint bis tether stick again, 
An' took to ranting an' to singing, 
Till Eoslin's echoes a' are ringing ! 



hint 
lost 



The sma' kattie wran has quattit her nest, 
A wondering what din 's been breaking her rest, 
An' flitter'd about on her windlestrae legs 
la mortal dread for her wee pea eggs. 



Ye ncedna be frigbtit, my bonny bit hen, 
But hand awa' hame to your saft foggy den, 
For weel it 's been kent, this warl out thro', 
In days lang syne as in days e'enoo, 
When maidens are leaning on lovers' breasts. 
It 's little they think o' berrying nests. 



present 
robbing 
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SECOND MAIDEK 



Bdt another sight was seea that night, 

Where the grim auld castle stood, 
An' the restless hnn sent an eerie din doleful 

Thro' the howlet hanntod wood. owl 

I"or there 'midst the wrack o' auld rains black, 

A lonesome maiden sat ; 
On her heaving breast her hands are press'd, 

An' her wan joung check is wat. 

An' afl her sad eye takes a range o' the sky, 

Or sweeps by the Harper's ha', 
But it hurries aye back, to rest on the wrack 

0' the grim anld castle wa'. 

Then closing her eye, wi' a moan an' a sigh. 

Her head on her bosom she hung; 
Like the wailing dove, o'er her long lost love, 

This dowie sang she sung. sad 
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HELEN'S SANG. 

Sweet May, fair nursling o' the spring, 

In bonny bygane years, 
"What merry hours ye wont to bring, 

But now, alaa ! it 'a tears. 

When ha'a are bright, an' spirits light 

Are glancing butt an' ben, 
It's then I haste, like conjur'd ghaist. 

To seek this gloomy glen. 

For lonesome bowers, an' ruined towers, 

Are fittest mates for me ; 
The roaring flood, the soughiag wood, 

The broken, blasted tree. 

Ah, Walter Wierl fauae Walter Wier, 

Could ye but see me now ! 
The spirit dead, the roses fled, 

The wither'd lip and brow ! 

Yes, rough and reckless as thou art, 

Mate o' the wild corsair — ■ 
This faded form would chill thy blood, 

If human blood ran there. 

Hadst thou been slain on battle plain, 

Or slept beneath the sea, 
A thought that you in death were true. 

Had laid me soon \vi' thee. 
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But ah, a food forsaken thing, 
O' Jightlied love the wrect, — 

It'3~bred that wither o' the heart. 
That winna let it break. 

Alang life's lonely load I look, 
It 's feno'd wi' grief an' care ; 

My rest lies in yon cauld kirkyard— 
O Grodj that I were there ! 



Now leave we this maiden, her woe and ber wail, 
And away wi' the wind o' the night let us sail, 
Nor atop, nor stay, till we list the tide, 
That mutters and moans around Galloway's side; 
There mark we an old baronial keep, 
The storms are crumbling it into the deep ; 
But there '3 sturdy vaults in the rock below, 
That few have seen, and that fewer know ; 
Fashioned and framed in days long gone, 
By willing hands from the stubborn atone. 
Sanctuary meet for a chosen hand. 
When red persecution flooded the land. 

Ah, little reck'd they, those holy men, 'spending 

They were wairing' their work on a smugglers' don ; 
Tor hark ye I It is no holy hymn 
That echoes along these vaults so dim ; 
But the ribald song, and the loud hurra, 
'T is carousing night o' the wild outlaw. 

The torch and lamp send a dark red glare 
Thro' the thick and long imprisoned air. 
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By fitter liglit wlio 'd seek to view 
A smugglers' den and a rovers' crew ? 
And there, 'midst spar, an' oar, au' sail, 
Kun'let an' cag, an' box an bale, 
Spoils of many a distant land, 
Sits "Walter Wier and his ruflian band. 

But where 's the winning, the wyling look, 
Fair Helen's heart and her honor took? 
'T is hidden beneath that dark mustache, 
And buried in scars of many a gash ; 
So cbang'd, estrang'd, in eye and brow, 
Could maiden, or mother, have known thee now ? 
As wild in word, and loud in cheer, 
He urges his mates in their mad career, 
While rocky roof and cavern rang 
To the roving chief's carousing sang. 



THE EOVER'S SANG. 

Come launch the big brimmer, ray boys, 

Wi' the brandy and wine we will spice it, 
And if night is too short for our joys, 

Wi' the best o' to-morrow we '11 splice it. 
When broad moons are sailing on high, 

Your Eover he swings at an anchor ; 
When black winds are sweeping the sky. 

Then hurra for the boom and the spanker 
2* 
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Who 'd live a dull landlubber's life, 

When there 's money and mirth o'er the waters? 
Who 'd hitch to one wearisome wife, 

When Prance bath such frolicsome daughters? 
Ay, gi'e me the beauties o' Brest — 

They 're the darlings for fun and for freedom. 
What's sweeter, when lovingly prest, 

Thau the frauleins that waltz it in Schniedam? 

Bale, bale then the brimmer to-night, 

While we tell o' our cruising an' kissing; 
How press-gangs were shov'd out o' sight, 

And gangers were found 'mong the missing; 
Ay, roar up some jolly old runs, 

When the sea was a scouring our scuppers. 
How we dodged the old Commodore's guns, 

And bedevil'd Hia Majesty's cutters. 

Then here 's to our roving marine, 

He 's the jolliest mate that 's a-going ; 
Kight end up, wherever he 's seen. 

Be 't the wave or the wine cup that 's flowing. 
All flags, but his country's ojvn. 

With a rousing hurra, he can hail her ; 
And his motto, wherever he 's known, 

Is, Free trade and the rights o' the sailor ! 
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THE TROKER. 



A WEE the iiarveat aide o' Yule, ' Christmas 

As frost was flooring burn an' pool, 

An' king's hie way an' cottar's lane 

Were stiffened lilie the quarry atane ; 

The day waa doure, an' as the light rough 

Was hurrying hill ward out o' sight, 

As gif it eem'd it were nae thrift, thought 

To shine on sic a dirty lift ; 

A carle came tramping up the way 

That hauda awa' to Ballantrae. 

A man he was o' stalwart mak, 

If ane might gauge him by the pack 

That hint his buirdly ehouthers hung, 

Aa weel as by his muckle rung. staff 

His step was steeve, his leg was trim, firm 

But what aneath his bonnet rim, 

Should been a Christian face, I vow, 

It kytb'd the grunzie o' a Jew ! seemed face 

A beard, would make a poney's tether, 

An' then, twa wally cowes o' heather bushes 

Had efilge'd his whiskers. — Truly, 

He 'd made a brainger in a brulzie, huUy broil 
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Eiglit on lie atrade, till he cauie tae, 
The wastling shouther o' the brae ; 
Then like a man o' stane be stood, 
Glowring outoure the corbie's wood, 
To where, a wee ayont the howe, 
A sma' farm house stood on a knowe. 
It seetn'd a lane but cosey bigging, 
"Wi' wa's o' stane an' theekit rigging. 



Onr Laird's herd, Jock, came whistling by, 
As he dravo hame the nowt an' kye; 
On bim our Troker coost a look — 
Jock's mou' that moment tint the crook. 
An' stoltering, stammer'd out "gude e'en," 
Thinking bis life no worth a preen. 
The carle leucb, to see the chiel 
Boggle as he'd run owre a de'il ; 
An' ayne, in words o' lawland sough, 
Speer'd wha raight win in yonder cleugh 'Z 



cattle 
cast 



reeling 



laughed 
wince 



The lad took heart, as soon 's he faun', 
The carle spak like Christian man. 
" It 's auld Eab Glen, wha 's no been fier, 
Since tawtie lifting was a year; 
An' niair an war', bis gude auld kimmer 
Has no been just hersel' sin' simmer, 
While Jean — their bonny daughter Jean- 
Keeps spinning there from morn till e'en, 
Striving, as a' a'feund can tell, 
To fend twa sick folk an' hersel'. 



potatoe 
■Wife 



shift for 
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Tlie warst is owre tho', for we hear [cated 

Oar Laird, wha 's fleeeh'd for three lang year, suppli- 

Has gat her trusted, an' next ook, week 
She 'II be the lady o' Camook." 

" When I said this," quo' Johnny Tamson, 

" He loolt't as he 'd hae tbrash't a Samson ; 

An' utter'd words I'se no be naming, 

Seem'd unca like downright blaspheming." ranch 

But soon our anger't carle grew douce, culm 

An' airting towards Kobin's bouse. 
Took sic lang strides, an' strade sae fast, 
A lang Scots mile was shortlings past. 

He 's tirl'd gently at the pin, 

An' Jeanie saftly said, "come in;" 

An' in he gaed a' gruff an' grim — 

Jean laid her ban' on the wheel rim, 

An' star'd as be his " gude e'en" sbor'd gave 

In words as calm 's he could afford. 

" The weather 's course, an' lang 's the way, 
That I hae trampit .out the day ; 
Sae wi' your will, as gane 's the light, 
I 'd like to shelter here the night," 

"G-udeman," said Jeanie, an' her e'e 

Grew watery, as the carle could see, 

"I 'm laith to bid ye streek your gate hath 

On sic a night, sae cauld an' late ; 



.lec.y Google 



But waes me, sir, laiig months o' ailing 

Has scrirnpit sae our ance gude mdiitig, scanted far 

That littlo 's left, as ye may see. 

To entertain the stranger wi'." 



The carle look'd sad an' sair at Jean.- 
"I'm seeking nought, my comely qu 
But just aside your ingle nook. 
Till daylight, frae the blast to jouk ; 
An' gif it be, as ye would mint, 
This house has lang had trouble in 't, 
I 'ra blyfch to say that I hae airta, 
Whilk I owretook in foreign parts, 
That mak's me maister o' a' 
Like racking pains an' inward 
Sae wi' your will, I'se do my best. 
To gi'e them ease, if sae distress'd. 



hide 
hint 



Onr auld wife, wha sat in the dais, 
Gat up an' show'd her runkl'd face ; 
Poortith had eaten deep, and grief 
Had bleach'd it like a frostit leaf. 
In words came howe, as she 'd been boss. 
She tald boo mickle scaith an' loss 
Had foliow'd her gudemau's mishap, 
As loss o' nowt an' waste o' crap. 
She spak too o' the waeaome brash, 
Had left her feckless as a rash. 
" Their gear was poindit ; But Carnook, 
The Laird from wham the Ian' was took, 
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Was boim', when Jeanie was bis bride, 

To lay tbe poinding plea aside ; 

.All' Jeanie, tho' he was a cool^ fool 

Had pligbted him her word an' loof ; hand 

As her braw sweetheart, Willy Grame, 

Had perished far awa' frae bame." 

Poor Jeanie moan'd a sad " Alas !" 

An' threw the apron owre her face. 

The Troker stampifc wi' his fit, 

An' gi'e bia teeth a grewsome grit, shuddering 

As our auld wilie gathered breath 

To sura the upshot o' their scaith. harms 



" Sair bae we suffer't, &o' we 've tried, 

Tbe skill o' a' the country side, 

An' wair'd ou doctors far an' near 

The feck o' our bard gotten gear. 

Sae wbatsome'er your airts may be, 

As we bae nought to menae ye wi', 

An' tint a' faith in drug or pill, 

It 's needless here to waate your skill." 

" Sit down," quo' he, " an' bad your tongue," 

As aff he laid hia pack an' rung — 

"Tbey 're sair to blame, and gi'e offense 

To ane owre-watcbing providence, 

Wha fleer at ony mean that 's offer'd, 

Whan, wi' gude will, it's freely proffer'd." 



spent 

most 
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Onr wiffic calm'd, an' Jeanie sicht, 

As wakening up tlie winking Hgbt, 

While frae his pack our Trokcr brought 

A gardevine, right-queer owrewrought 

Wi' images o' awsome brutes, 

As e'er war seen in horns or clutea ; hoofs 

Bang'd out a bottle, syne a caup, 

An' stroan'd it reaming to the tap — jilhd 

"Hae, baud that, kimraer, to your lips, 

An' tak it doon wi' canny sips 1" 

The ingle noo bleezed bright, an' Jean 
Had made the heartbstane anod an' clean ; 
Whereon she stood, as in a switber, quandary 

'Tween hope an' fear, she e'ed^her niither. 

On her our Troker stell'd bis e'e. — fixed 

And comely was that maid to see. 

Tall, straught as ony willow wan'. 

An' gracefu' as the sooming sWan. 

Aneath her locks o' raven hue, 

Like lily blossom kyth'd her brow. 

A cheek, smooth as the polish'd stane — 

But, och-an-ee! the rose was gane. alas 

Our wiffie gi'e a wee bit hoast, cough 

Like ane whas dnnk the gate has lost, way 

Gat up, an' straught began to hirple creep 

Across the floor, to hand a sirple taste 
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O' the glide gear to her gudeman ; 
Our Troker coutbly toot her ban', 
All' led her where, upon, his back, 
Anld Kobin lay, the waesome wrack 
0' paioa an' poortith. — grewsome pair, 
Hounds iDony a stout heart to despair ! 

"Wi' tenty ban' they set him np 

An' steadied to bis mou' the cup. 

He preed an' pech'd, an preed again, — 

Said he could baud the cup hiinlane — 

Declar'd baith taste an' smell war gude— 

He faund it working thro' his blood. 

Our Caird was growing fast a pet — 
When clank ! a rap comes to the yett. 
" Up, Jeanie lassie ! draw the pin, 
■An' let the Laird o' Camook in." 



tasted sighed 



A fearsome glowre our doctoring Caird 
Let out, as she brought ben the Laird, 
Wha iidg'd about, an' sought a seat, 
Tow'd he was vext to be sae late. 
But he 'd been to the Burrowtown, 
An' coft for her the bridal gown, 
Sae could na rest, nor think o' meat. 
Till he came wast to let her see 't. 
Syne elapt his loofs, an' winkt, an' cackl'd, 
Wliile Jeanie stood like ane hapshachl'd, 
Gi'eing her answers wi' a stare. 
Like ane whas mind 's some itherwhere. 



bought 
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His e'e at last fell on tlie Caird — 
"An' wha may ye be?" quo' the Laird. 

'' I 'm Fraak the Troker, Prank Mao Fee, 
A chiel wHa '11 neither cheat nor lee." 

Our Lairdie gi'e his mouth a thraw, tmist 

An' open'd wi' a loud guffaw. — 

" This warld maun sure be near an en', 

When Trokers tarn up honest men. 

But come, as words are win', let 's sec, 

How ye 'II pit this in preef to mc." 

Kytehing his pack, our Troker said, shaking 

Grif he 'd be wairing on that maid, spending 

The price o' bracelet, brooch or pin, 

An' were a judge o' gauds, he 'd fin', 

He was to Johnny Cheat? nae kin ; 

Nor mell'd wi' sic as lee'd an' blether'd, mixed 

But kept a conscience tightly tether'd. 



" Aweol, aweel — to stap your snash. 

Let 's look at this same wally trash." dainti/ 

A box a' co'er'd wi' goud au green, 

Was set afore his Lairdship's e'en. 

Pang'd fu' o' jewels rich an' rare. 

As ever glanc'd on lady fair — 

Bobs for the lugs, an' finger rings, eari) 

Wi' leeming pearlings, strings on strings. 
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The Lairdie gi'e a start an' stammer, 

Like ane "ivhas e'en are fasht wi' glammer, 

But soon as he came to his breath, 

He boiitit up an' swore an aith — 

He was nae Caird, but some deceiver, 

A cheat- the- woody, hie-aea riever ; 

" An' ere the morn is on the Hft, 

I'se hae ye by the hugars tight, 

'Less ye can mak it plain to me 

Hoo ye cam by this gauderie." 



scape-galhim 



The Trokcr heard the body's yaup, 
As gorhawks listen to a whaup. — 

" Hont, Laird, ye 're like a tap o' tow, 
An' unca easy set alowe ; 
But no to hunt about the buss. 
An' straughten crooks wi' sma'est fuss — 
The comely lass sits by your side, 
Her that ye ca' your trystit bride, 
Can tell ye, as ye '11 shortlings hear, 
Hoo I cara by ray gauds an' gear." 

Jean rais'd her hands, like ane would pray— 
" Ah 1 wicked man, mind what ye say ; 
For here, as God 's above us a', 
His face afore I never saw !" 

" Enough, enough, it 'easy seen, 

What this same honest Troker 's been— 
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A midnight merchant. Ay, aa' further, 
I sudna swear he 's clean o' murder. 
I 'm aff this miniAte for the Shirra' — 
He '31 board ye whar ye should be, Sirrah 1" 

"Anither moment," cried the Carle, 
" This ia a wae an' weary warl' I 
Hoo baimly friendships are forgot, 
An' bands o' love grow frush an' rot — 
But, laying wrongs an' woes aside, 
Hae, hand that to jour bonny bride." 

A box was raxt as he was bid, 
Jean trembling lifted aff the lid — 
A saxpenee, an' a lock o' hair, 
"Was a' that ane might reckon there. 
It was enough ; she riiised her e'e, 
An' sank doon by her mither's knee. 

"0, God ahoon! 0, well-a-day, 

He 's skin my bairn, our stoop an' stay I" 

Up lap the Laird, an' made a glaum 
At Troker's head, an' aff there came 
A bonnet, wig, an' slough o' hair. 
Like peltry o' a norland hear. 

" Is that your gate, ye greedy grew ? 
Then tak my gaberlunzie too." 
He loos'd a buckle, drew a brace, 
An' flang the rachan in his face — 



hound 
cloak 
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Strade owre the hearthstane at ae stap. 

An' lifted Jeanie in his lap ; 

Waffing her wan face wi' a claith, 

As she began to get her breath, 

And as he watch'd her reddening cheek, 

A braver lad ye mightna seek. 

Oar wiffie glowr'd, an' glowr'd again, 
Dightit her e'en an' qnat her mane, 
Syne brake into ane girt exclaim, 
" As God 's my judge, it 's Willy Grame !'' 



The screech brought Jeanie frae her dwa 
She boutit up, an' tried to stan'~ 
"Will twin'd his arms about her waist, 
An' drew her saftly to his breast, 
Muttering between ilk lengthy kiss — 
" Jeanie, what an hour is this 1" 



L, — swoon 



The draps now ga'e her heart relief, 
Had nae their fountain-head in grief, 
But sprung frae that sweet well o' tears, 
Had been seal'd up for five lang years. 



Like some girt gumphy o' a fule, 
Wha sticks his carritches at schule, 
Or her, wha for a woman's faut. 
Was bang'd into a lump o' saut. 
Our Lairdie stood, in dreeping dread, 
His wilk e'en sticking out his head. 



dolt 
catechism 



jterriwinhle 
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Like mousie thrapl't in a fa.', 

Or loon that 's loopit by the law ; 

Glowring across the kitchen floor — 

Gauging the shortest to the door — 

At last he makes a brainge an' break — i 

But Willy's han' is in his neck. 

"Ah, Satan's tacksman! Rogue accurst! 
I 've gat ye, ere ye 've doon your warst. 
Heaven that 'a ontowre us ! what should hiimcr, 
Thia rung frae ending yo, ye sinner? 
Down to the yird, ye ravening shark, 
An' take the wages o' your warki" 

As Willy's words grew hie an' hie'er, 
The body he grew wee and weeer. 
Till hunkert doon, aside the dais, 
He seem'd a bunch o' dirty claes. 

Will's rung was liftit to the rigging — 
The Lairdie for his life was prigging — 
When Jeanie, dinless as a ghaist, 
Slipt up an' wrathsome Willy fae'd ; 
She raised her hand an' said a word— 
" 0, Willy, leave him wi' the Lord I" 

Like frostit claith afore the iire, 
Out fell the lurks o' Willy's ire. 
The cudgel drapt aside his leg ; 
His hand slipt frae the body's craig — 
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A smile came owre his comely lip, 
An' Jean 's again within his grip. 

Out Lairdie, as ye may expect, 
Soon had his fingers on the sneck. 
Lap thro' the door, as baudren's loupa 
Whan boustit frae the pata an' stoups, 
But ere that he the door could bang, 
Sharp at his heels auld Ba^vty sprang. 
Will hirr'd him on, an' when the light 
Show'd boo the bpdy clear'd the height, 
They faund ae gay weel stampit spot, 
Wi' blauds o' breeks an' willycoat. 
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HARVEST HOME IN" AMERIGA. 



The barley 'a in the mow, boys, 

The hay is in the stack, 
An' grain o' a' liinds now, boya. 

Snug under rape an' thack. 

Then streek the harden'd hand o' toil, stretch 

An' broach the treasur'd hoard ; 
We bent ua bravely to the soil, 

Let 'a bend noo owre the board. 

Owre aft hath labor sown, boys, 

The crap that ithers reap ; 
Seen grain that he hath grown, boys. 

But fill a landlord's heap. 

But stent or tax or tythe, boys, 

Oar gimals daurna spill ; garners 

These burdens were bought afF, boys, 

Langsyne at Bunker's Hill. 

Then upward let the spirit leap, 

An' spread the waukit ban', hanlened 

Gi'e thanks to heaven we sow an' reap 

Within this blessed Ian'. 
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What tho' the han' be like a hoof, 
The cheek "be hke the grun', 

The weary'd shank be kicking proof, 
An' rather stiff for fun. 

Ne'er fear we '11 get the slight o 't — 
An tongues shall wag like flails, 

An' faith we '11 hae a night o 't, 
Or panch an' pantry fails I 

When hearty health is given, boys. 
To season life's dull lease, 

An' plenty comes frao heaven, boys. 
To mate wi' gentle peace, 

The soul that winna glow then. 
Is chill'd wi' gripping greed ; 

An' the heart that winna flow then, 
's a stony heart indeed. 
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A EETllOSPECT. 



"When up fifty years I look, 
As ye 'd trace a. restless brook, 
Up glen and cataract, 
Thro' some wild and desert track, 
With here and there iDetween, 
Some spot of pleasant green ; 
Till in mead, or flowery dell. 
Lay its native crystal well. 

Thus my wand'ring ways I trace, 
To my spirit's starting place. 
When burn an' grassy lea 
Were world enough for me. 
Eacli blossom on the wold 
Was my silver and ray gold, 
The birch and mossy stone 
My canopy, my throne ! 

But the spirit who can still? 
The spring will be a ril!, 
Let us dam it as we will, 
And the din of busy men 
Win reach the deepest glen. 
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A strange exciting noise, 
Rousing boyhood from his toys — 
Painting, glorious to behold ! 
Scenes of pleasure, heaps of gold. 

Yea, I own it with a sigh, 
Tlie glitter tooli mine eye, 
And with Hope — a wily guide — 
Strange lands and plans I Ve tried, 
Till I 've found each sunny heiglit 
Take the color of the night. 
But the "rolling land" is past I 
I have reach'd the shore at last; 
Merging calmly to thy sea. 
Dark, dumb, Etesn-ity ! 
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A ICIFT OWKE A CHAPPIN."^ 



Let 's tell auld tales o' far awa', 

While streeking our auld legs ; 
An' tho' oar driok 's no usqucbaugli, 

'T will sair to wet our craigs. 

"Wake up ! ye spirits o' the past, 

That hauntit life's braw morn, 
An' gif a girning ghaist looks in, 

We '11 lay him wi' a born. 

Ay, let our youngsters kick tbe mools, dust 

Tbey 're gear'd for life's braw race; — 

The goad and siller 'a at the dools — goal 

Hie honors, post, an' place. 

But stoutest tree e'er stood on Ian', 

At last comes to the grun' ; 
An' biggest blether e'er was hlan'. 

What ends it, but in win' ? 
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Wc ken hoo things are liandl'd hero, 

Howe'er we puff or pech ; pant 

Sae, " saving win' to cool our kail," souf 

Let 's toom anither qnaich. einpty cup 

It 's right, bee-like, to fill the byke, hive 

An' keep things bet at hame ; 
Bat weary on, your niggard drone, 

That aever preea the kame. tastes coml 

Glauming at a' thing in his grip, snatching 

Blin' onward bores Sir Greed, 

Nor recks the coof, some aliddery loof fool hand 

Will soott skail a' abreed. scatter 

It 's lang been said, what 's crost the craig, iliroai 

Can ne'er be testamented ; 
An' sages hint, that what is tint, lost 

la twice tint when lamented. 

Bat saws o' age, an' counsels sage, 

Are no aye owre weel ta'en ; 
Sae here we '11 qnat — baud in your caup — 

Here 's to ye, Jock, again I 
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AUI.D IIAME YEARNINGS. 



I 'vE green'd to see ance mair, John, 

Our brave auld countrie ; 
The stately towers, the bin'wood bowera, 

I haunt in memorie. 
I haunt in memorie, John, 

As ghaists, auld minstrels say, 
Will wander roiini3 the hallow'd ground 

Tlmt teut their earthly day. 

Lang thirty years are gane, John, 

Since in your wastlin sea, 
Auld Scotia's hills sank do\vn, John, 

Nae mair to rise on me ; 
Nae mair to rise on me, John, 

Tho' sadder sets I 've seen, 
The set o' beaming eyes, John,- 

That gilt this earthly scene. 

But blessed be that power, John, 

That ga'e us power to raise 
The dear departed dead, John, 

The joys o' ither days. 
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Ay, thoughts o' sunny hours, John, 

In days o' darkest hue, 
Can mate a rift in dimmest lift, 

An' let a star look thro'. 

Thus in my midnight pondcrings, 

In sleep or waliing dream, 
I range the glen by Ilawthornden, 

Or sport by Girvan's stream ; 
Lear " Girvan's fairy-haunted stream," 

Bargany's hanks sao braw ; 
The auld ash tree, that cosilie 

Leant owre my daddy's ha'. 

[wtUoio 
The bleaching haugh, wi' fencing saugh, green 

The garden tosh an' trig, trim neat 

Wi' divot edge, an' elippit hedge, (urf 

Where Unties loved to bigg; Unneis build 
Where Unties loved to bigg, John, 

An' merry sangsters meet ; 
Syne yoking tUt, wi' mony a lilt, sonff 

Made April mornings sweet. 

Sic scenes are hoarded np, John, 

In memory's Bacred ben ; 
This thriftless heart, wi' a' may partj 

But them I manna spen'. 
0, them I daurna spen', John, 

Or what were left to me, 
But frostit crops o' early hopes, 

That sicken ane to see. 
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Dear sainted Elcanora I 

Sweet sister o' my heart, 
It was thy gentle whisperings 

First made this spirit start ; 
First made me wondering see, John, 

The lovely things that lie 
Around us, on the earth, John, 

Above us, in the sky. 

Ay, bravely broke my dawiiig, 

A mild an' pleasant glow ; 
Now wintry winds are blawiog. 

My day ia wearing low. 
But hush! I 've said an' sung, John, 

An' sing it yet again, 
Howe'er the heart is wrung, Jolm, 

The word is— Ne'er complain. 
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COME AWA TO THE WEST. 



COMK awa to the bonny green "West ! 

"Where the lauld an' the bravo hae thriTen; 
Come, see o\ir braid valleys still dresfc 

In the crap that was planted by 1 



Come, leave the dnll gear-getting crew, 

Come away frae the lordling an' slave- 
It is not a right land for yon, 

Wha canna bow down wi' the lave. 

Tho' wealth hath not offered yet to deck 
Our valleys wi' taste and wi' art. 

Yet the head o' ilk freeman 's erect. 

And his language still empties his heart! 

Come, come to our bonny green West, 
Whar liberty soughs in the breeze! 

0, the flesh, Jamie, never can rest, 
Till the heart an' the spirit 's at ease ! 
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A FOREIGNER'S FEELINGS IN THE 
GREAT WEST. 



Ye vales of this wide western land, 

May be rioher than those gave us birth; 

Your rivers majestic and grand, 
The bravest that water the earth. 

And the blossoms your May can awake, 
May outrival old England's rose ; 

Your mornings more lovely may break, 
And softer your twilights may close. 

Eut the heart hath a time when it iiUs, 
And the spots where our infancy past, 

In the glen, or the wild heathy hills, 
The memory will part with them last. 

Thus we miss, when fresh April throws, 

On the brown earth, her first cheering look, 

The brown furze and white coated sloes, 
Unpacking their buds by the brook. 

While the daisy comes forth like a bride. 
As the woodbine is thatching the bower, 

And the meek primrose shoulders aside 
The brown leaf, to hang out her flower. 
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And when day breaks away from tiie night, 
Where 's the birds used to pipe it aloud 7 

Where 'a the lark, that blyth herald of light, 
Pouring melody down from his cloud? 

It is vain. — But the heart still will roam 
To the sweets of its own native plains, 

Tho' reason hath found it a home 
Where right and equalitt reigns. 
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[The eight following pieces v 
wandering in tba Now World in 
left behind him."] 



A DECEMEER UITTY, 

The merry bird o' simmer 's flown 
Wi' his brave companions a' ; 

Gruff winter has the green leaf stowB, 
An' gifted us the snaw. 

The pine tree singa a sober sang, 
As it swings in the deepening drift; 

An' the glint o' day it creeps alang 
The ledge o' the leaden lift. 

But swith wi' words in wint'ry weed ! 

An', thoughts that bode o' ill. 
What ! are we o' the forest breed, 

To dow wi' the daffodill ? 

let 's raise up merry days we 've seen, 
When carping care was dumb ; 

Let 's talk o' flowers an' simmer's green, 
There 's July's yet to come. 
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Tho' my lair is in a foreign land, 
My friends ayont the sea, 

There 'a fusion in affection's band. 
To draw them jet to me. 
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THE LADS FAR AW A. 

When I think on the lads, an' the land I hae left, 
An' how love has been lifted, an' friendship been reft. 
How the hinny o' hope has been gumbl'd wi' ga'. 
Then I laag for the Ian' an' the lads far awa, 

"When I think o' the days o' delight I hae seen, 
When the sparlis o' the spirit would flash frae the e'en, 
Then I say wi' a sigh, as I think on them a', 
Where shall I find hearts, like the hearts far awa? 

When I think on the nights that we spent hand in hand, 
When love was our solder, an' friendship our band, 
This warld.gets dark — but ilk night has a daw', 
An' I yet may rejoice wi' the lads far awa. 
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I 'M LIVING- YET. 

This flesh has been wearied, this spirit been vext, 

Till I 've wiaht my deeing day were the next ; 

But sorrow will fiee, an' trouble will flit — 

Sae tent me, lads, I 'm living yet, mind 

When days they were dark, an' the nights were grim, 
When the heart was dowff, an' the e'e was dim, dead 
At the tail o' my purse, the end o' my wit. 
It was titne to qnat— but I 'm living yet. 

Ay, pleasures are weakly, an' gi'en to desease, 
E'en ho])e, poor thing, gets dowie an' dees ; sick 

While dyester care wi' his darkest litt dyer dye 

Keeps dipping awa — ^but I 'm living yet. 

A wee drap drink, wi' a canty cHel, 

Gars us laugh at the warl', an' defy the deil, 

Wi' a blink o' sense, an' a flaugbt o' wit — jiash 

Ay, that 's the gear keeps me living yet ! 
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THE ABSENT FATHER. 



The friendly greeting of our kind, 

Or gentler woman's smiling, 
May soothe tbe weary wanderer's mind, 

His lonely hours beguiling; 

Miiy cbarm the restless spirit still. 

The pang of grief allaying ; 
But ah ! the soul it cannot fill, 

Or keep the heart from straying. 

O, how the fancy, when unbound, 
On wings of rapture swelling. 

Will hurry to the holy ground, 

Where loves and friends are dwelling 1 

My lonely and my widow'd wife, 

How oft to thee I wander ! 
Be-living those sweet hours o' life, 

When mutual love was tender. 

And here with sickness lowly laid, 
All scenes to sadness turning, 

Where will I find a breast like thine, 
To lay this brow that 's burning ? 
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And liow are all niy pretty ones? 

How liave the clieriibs tliriveii, 
Who cheer'd my leisure with their love, 

And made my liome a heaven ? 

Does yet the rose array your^ cheek, 
As when in grief I bless'd you ? 

0, are your cherry lips as sweet 
As when in tears I kiss'd yon ? 

Can your young broken prattle tell — 
Can your young memories gather 

A thought of him who loves you well — 
Your weary wandering father? 

O, I 've had wants and wishes too, 
This world have check'd and chill'd ; 

But bless me bi^t again with you, 
And half my prayer 's fuliill'd. 
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IJVE'S SUMMER TIDE IS GOIKG. 



Life's summer tide is going, 

And those fancies, droop and die, 

Kept my spirit's springs a-flowing, 
Like the streams that never dry. 

Yes, the bosom's glow is cooling — 
Affection runs to wreck — 

And disappointment's schooling 
Kills where it should correct. 

The cup bath lost its flavor ; 

Even mirth forgets to move; 
And my creed begins to waver, 

Upon friendship, upon love. 

Can it be that years have done it ? 

My locks have still their jet; 
And tho' roughly I have run it, 

My limbs arc limber yet. 

Can it be that change and distance 
This spirit hath unmann'd ? 

Yes, the stays o' my t 
Are in another land. 
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Thus tbo cliill of early winter 
Ilath settl'd in my breast — 

I 've fallen like those that venture 
Too far beyond the rest I 
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TO AN OLD FllIEND. 



Here 's to tliec, Jemmy lad, 

Here 'a a health to thee an' thine ; 

An' wlieii I drink to thy friends, 
It 's then I drink to mine. 

Here 's to them frae whom we parted 
As oiir twain had been the grave ; 

H.ere 's the leal, the honest hearted, true 
Wha will seek na yont the wave. 

Here 'a the gowaus, lad, that studded 
The braes whar youth was spent; 

Here 's the blossoms, yet unbndded, 
That our wilderness shall scent. 

Ay, dear the heathy Ian' is, 

Where our fathers had their home ! 

Yet here 's to the savannahs 

Where onr children yet shall roam 1 

Here 's the gallant bark that brings ye ; 

May its speed be like my prayer I 
And every wind that winga ye, 

Be like thy Annie— fair! 
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TO JAMKS WELLSTOOD, 



Hech ! but it 's Heartsome to look owre 

The days sae flrmly fixt 
In memory's map, when thou an' I 

Oar mirth an' madness mixt. 

Taking the braidside o' the Ian', 

Nae bank at braes an' birns — hesitation 

At bridals brangiag for the broose, wedding race 

Wild ranting it at kirns. harvest feast 

'T was then our spirits took the twist 

That they maun aye retain ; 
An' there we felt, when first we kist, 

As we 'U ne'er feel again. 

An' ha'e na we seen fairer sights, 
Where the June rose scents the vale, 

An' the watches o' the simmer night 
Are cheer'd wi' the nightingale V 
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'T was there we felt those friendly dews, 

Gars the affections start ; 
An' inuckle gear we gather'd there, 

For the girnal o' the heart. 

An' Jamie, up thy bonnet, man I 

Hae we nae twa some stood 
Upon that holy hallow'd Ian' 

Was cofl wi' freemen's "blood ? 

That land, where honor 's mair than nam 

Where honesty 's renown ; 
Where the eagle made the lion tame, 

An' the CAP has cow'd the CEOWN I 

Jamie, hie thee to this land, 

An' gar my heart rejoice ! 
For there 's a virtue in thy hand, 

A cordial in thy voice. 
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TO A FRIEND. 



Last time thy honest face I saw, 

Auld Caledonia's equebaugli, 

Uar't thy brave spirit toom its ga' empty gall 

On priests an' kings, 
"While wally words thy heart let fa' choice 

On bettor things. 

Par distant frae us baith is now, 
The broom buss an' the heather eowe, 
The gowan'd greens, the streams that row 

Sae clear an' saft ; 
An' q^neans has set this heart alowe, 

G-ude kens hoo aft. 

There 's "brawer countries on the map. 
An' richer too in kine an' crap ; 
But while this heart contains the sap 

0' life, by Jing! 
Auld Scotland still maun stand the tap 

0' a' the bing. 

foreiode 
Some Gowk has said, for Gowks will bode, fool 
That 't was the reckless inward goad 
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0' norrieSj sent my bancs abroad, viJdms 

Some waff desire, loild 

Wi' uouglit o' reason ia 't, — 'Pore Gfod, 
That Gowk 's a liar. 

No, John, my saul was sick to see 

The dowie look o' liberty, sicldy 

"While curs' d corruption's badger e'e 

Grlowr'd hale and healthy, 
An' lick-lip loons, wi' supple knee. 

Grew beiu an' wealthy. snvg 

Bnt swith, wi' words that grip the gizzard — aioay 
Venom 's a sleeking, slimy lizzard. 
That wi' the cantrips o' a wizzard, 

Would soak an' sour us ; 
Crumple us up like ony izzard, letter a 

An' then devour us, 

Altho' gude kens, I hae been needy, 

1 ne'er was in ni.y greening greedy; wishing 

Ne'er glunsht whan chiels, mair douce an' steady, gloomed 

Shot up the brae ; 
But wi' a hearty hale "God speed ye," 

E'en let them gae. 

This gate my prayer has ever run way 

" 0, for a cot, a wee bit grun', 
"An' twa three lads, that trade in fun, 
" To be my r 



.lec.y Google 



Tien, let the waild lose or win — - 

I've clecir'd the harrows. 

Part o' my prayer has tioo been grantit, 
Bnt still the better part is wantit — 
O, for the day that I shall rant it, 

An' roar to see 
Tho kindred o' my spirit plantit 

Aneath my e'e. 
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TO MY FAVOEITE NOOK. 

Sweet sober solitary nook, 

Where oft at eve I 've stole, 
To read, as in a written book, 

The records o' my soul. 

Ay, oft when mom came down yon cleugh, glen 

To gild those waters clear, 
An' birds sent up their merry sough, 

Thou 'st found me pondering here. 

Pushing my restless spirit forth, 

Thro' paths that lay before, 
And praying they might be more smooth 

Than those I 'vo wandered o'er. 

Those days are done, and I draw near, 

My last fond look to take ; 
Yet I can think of one who here 

Will wander for my sake. 

And when gruff winter, sad an' sour, 

Bids birds an' blooms depart, 
She '11 find, within this wither'd bower. 

An emblem of this heart. 
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taki:n"g the waeld. 

Sua.' praise has he can only strut 
Whan birn an' barnyard 's bulky ; 

Wha geets, when fortune smiles, the slut, 
Bat cowers when she gets sulky. 

But here 's to him — the heart o' proof — 

When fortune sulks the sourest, 
Can cock his bonnet, spread his loof, hand 

An' daur her do her dourest. defy 

There 'a some, when ill fa's in their gate, 

As rocks in roads will tumble. 
Will worry at it air an' late. 

An' grunt, an' grane, an' grumble. 

But here 's to him, when tryated sae, 

Ne'er tries to sap or sound it — 
Just gies his naigs a hap or gee, (earn 

An' canny drives around it. 

Some gouks will wrangle out their tack, fook 

In din would deeve a miller ; 
While ithers will their conscience rack, 

To catch that dirt ca't siller. 
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Wae worth sic loons, will haul an' liar!, 

At dirty dubs to net it ; 
But here 's to him who t^es the warl' — 

I'aith, just as he eaii get it. 
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TO THE I^IGHT WIND. 



"When the winter 'a at his strength, 

And the night 's a weary length ; 

When outlyers on the brae, 

Lea' their tates o' tedded strae, morseli 

And scour across the field, 

To the plantings lownest bield, calmest 

Then look ere midnight's past, 

For a Btour firae the nor-wast, Jlurry 

Aft Tvi' thuds, hae gart me growse, shocks shudder 

Thou hast shook me frae a drowse, 

An' wi' eerie rair an' rowt, 

Cri'd the wakrife spirit out, 

To mark the mighty aik, 

Whar he lords it owre the brake, 

How he shoggles in the gnin', 

As his monarchy were done. 

An' bonds his giant might, 

To the black wind o' the night. 

But heavier is the thnd. 

That shakes the antient wud ; 

An' howls, 'mang ruined wa's ; 

Through lang deserted ha's. 

While the brown stream dashing on, 

Gi'es a thickening to thy moan. 
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And hark I a wailing note 

Has borne me to the spot, 

Where the dead an' buried rot ; 

Where the auld ghaist-haunted isle, 

Stands a black an' grewsome pile ; hnesome 

Where the yew tree hranchea wide, 

O'er the vaults of rotting pride ; 

Where broken mossy stanea, 

Lean o'er lang forgotten banes, 

An' the deadly hemlock rears, 

His stem 'mang tangled briars. 

Hush ! o'er the dead man's lea 
Sweeps a mournful melodie, 
As the voices o' the slain 
Were mingled in the strain ! — 

A flutter o' the heart — 
A shudder and a start — 
The wild unearthly din 
Scares the wandering spirit in. 
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MAY WASinNG. 



About the time the mavis sings thmsh 

His sweetest frae the brake, 
And primroses around the springs 

Their scented blooms awake. 

\grain 
When crailts are heard among the braird, sp-outing 

And bats get rife at een, 
Ay, that 's the time, by burn and swaird, hrooTc sward 

To make the linen clean. 

The light had jimply brake aboon, scarcely 

The east began to clear, 
When our gudewife was in her shoon, shoes 

An' a' her maids asteer. 

They 've ta'en the naipry braid an' wide, linen 

The sarks, the sheets, an' a'. 
An' they 're awa to yon burnside 

To make them like the snaw. 

And brightly did that burnie play, 

And heartsome was its croon, tuns 

For saft the pleasant month o' May 
"Was slipping into June. 
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The gauzy mist began to streeJc 

Owre liaTigh an' howe sae fair, 
And mixing wi' the big pat reek, smoles 

Soom'd up the caller air. 

Our lassies then for boyne an' tub 

Their eoata began to breek, 
Lads, liand aback ! for sic a sight 

Has spoilt my rest a week. 

Now jibe an' joke an' eautj laugh, 

Bang loud owre banks an' braes, 
As ankles like the barkit saugh, peeled willows 

Gaed splashing 'maug the claes. 

Ay glibe the wark gaes frae the hand cjidch 

Whan some delight's in view. 
An' weel the lassie kent that e'en, 

"Would send them joes anew. 

1 for the jolly days o' youth. 

Whan love swals frae the bud ! 
Life's lythe win' settled in the soutlt. 

The lift without a clad ! shj 

Wisdom that lies 'neath lyart locks 

Anither saw might say ; 
But wha, wi' cauld December blasts 

Would scathe the iiowers o' May? 
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TO MY FIRST AND LAST TRUE LOYE. 

I nAE wish'd thee a lang farcweel, 
We liae parted to meet nae mair, — 

The woTinds that we canna heal, 
We maun seaaon fhe spirit to bear. 

We were bairna, Jean, o' ae bumaide, 
An' grew up like aiater an' brither, 

Or like twa spring buds wba'a pride 
Is to flourish an' fade tbegitber. 

But the warld came atweeu-us, Jean, 
An' it twain'd what it couldna shift — 

For I lov'd thee, my bonny queen, 
Wi' that love that we canna lift. 

Noo, I '11 wear on awa to the grave, 

Like the tree has been wraek't in the win' ; 

It may hing out a leaf wi' the lave, 

Tho' it 's dosen'd an' dead within. numhed 

Ay, the spirit may swell an' set, 

Gi'e an' outward to joy or pain, 
But the heart that is filled an' shut, 

Maim burst ere it open again. 
4*- 
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Fare-ye-weel, Jean, a long fareweel, 
"We have parted for erer mair, 

The wounds that we canna heal, 
"We maun season the spirit to bear. 
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A PARTING SONG. 



To part wi' tliose oiir years hae blest, 
An' those in rapture's hours we 've kist, 
O, sair'a the rive that breaks the twist 
Which hinds our hearts in ane, 0. 

Yet sing wi' me this ae night. 
This ae, ae, ae night, 
O, rant an' sing this ae night. 
We yet may meet again, 0. 

Our bosom friends, our native shore — 
There's few, there's nane hae lov'd them mc 
Yet tho' it wring me to the core, 
We mann be owre the main, 0. 

Then sing, &c. 

For when our fortunes tak' a fit. 
An' sense an' freedom bid us flit, 
Shall we on sic' a warning sit, 
Whate'er be parting's pain, 0. 

Then sing, &c. 

Tho' farewell grief may make us lower. 
Yet hope can paint a meeting hour, 
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When grinding despots loose their power, 
An' tyrants' threats are vain, O. 

Then sing, &c. 

Tho' stormy seas between us boil— 

Tho' this may be our parting bowl, 

We '11 yet hold fellowship in soul, 

When we're ayont the main, 0. 

Then sing, &c. 
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MY BONNY AVEE BELL. 



My Taonny wee Bell was a mitherless bairn, 
Her aunty was sour, an' her vucle was stern, {bed 

While her cousin was aft in a eantersome mood, crah- 
But that hindered na Bell growing bonny an' gade. 

When we ran to the schule, I was aye by her han', 
To wyse off the busses, or help owre a stran', turn 
An' as aulder we grew, a' the neighbours could tell 
Hoo my liking grew wi' thee, my bonny wee Bell. 

Thy cousin gangs dintit, thy cousin gangs drest, 
In her silks an' her satins, the brawest an' best, 
But the gloss o' a cheek, the glint o' an e'e. 
Are jewels frae heaven nae tocher can gi'e. 

Isire 
Some goud, an' some siller, my auld gutcher left, grand- 
An' in houses an' mailins, I'll soon be infeft— ^rms 
I 've a vow in the heaven, I Ve an aith' wi' thysel, — 
I'll make room in this world for thee, bonny Bell. 
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JIY LAST SANG TO KATE EEED. 



I'll sing a sang to thee, Kate Eeed ; 
It may touch a lonesome string ; — 
I maun sing a sang to thee, fair Kate, 
Be't the last that e'er I sing, 

Kate Eeed. 
Bo't the last that ere I sing. 

For I hae sung to thee, sweet Kate, 
When the young spring like thysel', 

Kjth'd bonnily by EosHn lea, 
By GoTirton's flowery dell, 

Kate Eeed, &o. 

An' simmer e'ens have seen us, Kate, 

Thy genty hand in mine. 
As by our water's pleasant side, 

I mixt my heart wi' thine, 

Kate Reed, &e. 

When day was doon, the braw hairst moon 

Has seen thee in yon glen, 
Sitting, my sainted idol Kate — 

Did I not worship then, 

Kate Eeed, &o. 
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Thrico seven lang years bae o'er us past, 
Since thae braw days gaed by, 

Another land 's around me, Kate — 
I see another sky, 

Kate Reed, &c. 

Yet fresh as when I kiss'd thee last, 

Still unto ine ye seem — 
Brightner o' many & weary day — 

Sweetner o' many a dream, 

Kate Eeed, &c. 
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THE LAST LOOK O' HAME. 



Babe was the "bum "brae, 

December's blast had hlawD, 
The last flower was dead, 

The brown leaf had faw'n; 
Twas dark in the deep wood, 

Hoary was the hill, 
An' the wind frae the cauld north 

Came heavy and chill. 

I had said fare-ye-weel 

To my kith an' my kin', 
My bark it- lay ahead 

My cot-house behin', 
I had nought left to tine, 

I'd a wide warld to try. 
But my heart it wou'dna lift, 

An' my e'e it wou'dna dry. 

I look'd lang at the ha' 
Thro' the mist o' my tears, 

Where the kind lassie liv'd 
I had ran wi' for years, 

An' the braes where we sat, 
An' the broom-eovered knowea, 
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Took a hank on tkis heart, he 

I ne'er can unloose. 

I hae wander 'd synsinc 

By gay temples and towers, 
When the ungather'd spice 

Scents the breeze in their bowers. — 
Sic scenes I can leave, 

Without pain or regret, 
But that last look o' hame 

I ne'er can forget. 
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TAKE ME HAME TO GLENLUGAE 
AGAIN. 



Your big town is braw, 

Ye're kind to me an' a', 
An' try aye to make me feel fain; 

But my heart it winna flit 

Frae our auld water fit — 
Take me hame to Glenlugar again. 

I hae been to your shore, 
Where the big billows roar, 

An' ships hand awa to the main ; 
But gi'e me the shady pool 
Was on simmer e'en sae cool — 

Take me hame to Glenlugar again, 

I 've been within yonr ha's 
Where music swells an' fa's, 

Thro' many a sweet new strain ; 
But gi'e me the hamely things 
My kindly mither sings — 

Take me hame to Grlenlngar again. 
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Your winning words an' arts, 

May be sproutings o' your hearts, 
But to me they seem hollow an' vain 

Ay, sadly I can see, 

There 's natking here for me — 
Take me hame to Glenlugar again. 



.lec.y Google 



When first we met, and that dark eye 
Disturbed me, yet I know not why, 
I said, 'fore heaven, there is a snare 
That thoughtlesa boyhood should beware ; 
Nor did my thinkings wander then, 
To harder hearts or older men. 

But when that lovely eye of jet 
In swimming tenderness was set. — 
"When thy lip quiver'd in the breath, 
That heav'd those heav'nly hills beneath.— 
Then rush'd thoso feelings on the heart, 
To which we cannot say depart : 
Yes, nature unto some hath given 
Gems from her jewelry of heaven. 
And he can calmly look on such 
Hath felt too little, ■ — or too much. 

Tarewell, I would not have thee feel 
Those pangs I may not bid thee heal, 
Nor offer thee, fan- as thou art. 
Love's lees — the embers of a heart. 
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A MIDNIGHT MEETING. 

Last niglit aa ray dreaming soul 

In the wildness of fancy roamccl, 
Commingling the present and past 

The living and long entomb'd ; 

I came on a beautiful dell. 

The green beech at midsummer cools, 
And the brook leaves the flower border'd well 

To dimple the valley with pools. 

In the west lay a dark purple glow — 

The last bird of eve was awake, 
And I gazed as the night settled slow, 

In the heart of a neighbouring brake. 

When, as angels are said to have come 
On the night path of wandering seer, 

A form scem'd to grow from the gloom. 
And I shook as the vision drew near. 

For in form, and in face, it was thee — 
It was thee — 0, and lovely as when 

Ye wept a sad farewell with me, 

And we vow'd ne'er to weep it again. 
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But a smile banished all but my love — 
All barriers that war -with the will — 

Strong bonds that we may not remove, 
Kave sever'd — must sever us stiU. 

Then raptures, mere flesh cannot give, 
Were mingled with bursts of delight-— 

'Tis an angel's life that we live, 

When we live in the spirit at night. 
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THE TIME rOE LOVE TO SIGH. 

Is it a time for love to sigli 

When the sun ia blazing high ? 

No ; but when cv'ning cools the sky, 

And day hath lost its dazzle, 
Meet me where the ■willow droops, 
Where the bird o' gloaming whoops, 
Meet me where the tendril loopa 
The branches o' the hazel. 

Then will I tell of love as deep 
As ever broke a wooer's sleep, — 
I've given thee, love, a heart to keep. 

The fondest e'er was given. 
My love ! It's like thy loveliness ; 
The very utmost of excess t — 
0, Mary, how can it be less 

Thou fairest out o' heaven. 
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JEAH THAT'S AWA. 

AIR, SoMn Adair. 

Blythe were the days I've seen 

Wi' her that 's awa ; 
Fair mony a simmer e'en, 

Set on US twa. 

Sad noo by yonder burn, 
Lanely I stray and mourn, 
Days that will ne'er return, — 
Her that 'a awa. 

Jeaniiie,.thoii aye wert dear; 

Dear still to me; 
Ne'er did this bosom fear 

^Falsehood from thee. 

False now I And thou art, 
Sair has it griev'd ray heart. 
Who thought that aught could part 
Jeannie au' me ? 
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When Siu Walter Seott, James Hogg, aad others, 
were making Scotland a "hunting field" after her 
"ancieat minafcrelaie," the author was a clerk in the 
Eegister House, Edinburgh. A boyish ambitioa, with, 
perhaps, a touch of the Chattertoaian propensity, in- 
duced bira to write the following Ballads and attempt 
to pass them on his friends as productioua of the olden 
time. 
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WILLY AN' ELLEN. 



" "Whebepokb should ye talk o' love, 
Unless it be to pain us ? 
Wherefore should ye talk o' love 

When ye say the sea maun twain us ?" 

" It 's no because my love ia light, 
Nor for your angry daddy ; 
It 's a' to buy you pearlings bright. 

An' busk ye like a leddy," dr 

" 0, Willy, I can caird an' spin, 

Sae ne'er can want for deeding ; 
An' gin I hae my Willy's heart, 
I've a' the pearls I 'm heeding. 

" Will it be time to praise this cheek 

When years and tears ha'e blench't it ? 
Will it be time to talk o' love 

When cauld an' care ha'e quench't it?" 

He laid ae hand about her waist, 

The ither's held to heaven ; 
An' his look was like the look o' man 

Wha's heart in twa is riven. 
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The auld laird o' Knockdon is dead : 
There 's few for him will sorrow ; 

For Willy's steppit in his stead, 
But an' his comely marrow. 

The lily leans out owre the brae ; 

The rose leans owre the lily ; 
An' there the bonny twa some lay ; 

Fair Ellen an' her Willy. 
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SIR AETHUR AND LADY ANN. 



SlE Arthur's foot is on the sand, 
His boat wears in the wind ; 

An.' he 'a turned him to a fair foot page, 
Was standing him behind. 

" Gao hanie, gae hame, my bonny boy, 

An' glad your mither's e'e ; 

I hae left anew, to weep an' rue, 

Sae nane maun weep for thee. 

" Take this tinto my father's ha' 
An' tell him I maun speed ; 
There 's fifty men in chase o' me, 
An' a price upon my bead, 

" An' bear this to Dunellie's tower, 
Where my love Annie's gane ; 
It is a lock o' my brown hair. 
Girt wi' the diamond-stane." 

" Dunellie he has daughters five, 
An' some o' them are fair, 
Sae, kow will I ken thy true love 
Amang sae many there?" 
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" Ye '11 ken her by her stately step, 
Aa ske gaes up the ha' ; 
Ye '11 ken her by the Jook o' love 
That peers out owre them a'. 

" Ye '11 ken her by the braid o' gond, 

That spreads owre her e'e bree ; 

Ye '11 ken her by the red, red cheek, 

"When ye name the name o' me. 

" That cheek should Iain on this breast bane; 
Her hame should been my ha';-—- 
Our trcE is bow'd — our flower is dow'd — 
Sir Arthur's an outlaw I" 

He 'a tum'd him right an' round about, 
Where the sea lies braid an' wide ; 

It 's no to see his bonny boat, 
But a watery cheek to hide. 

The page has doff'd his feather'd cap, 

But an' his raven hair ; 
An' out there came the yellow locka. 

Like swirls o' the gouden wair. curis 

Syne he's undone his doublet clasp, 

Was o' the grass green hue ; 
When like a lily frae its leaf, 

A lady burst in view. 

" Tell out thy errant now. Sir kuight, 
Wi' thy love tokens a' ; 
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If I e'er rin against my -will, 
'Twill be at a lover's ca'." 

Sir Arthur's tiirn'd him round a"boiit, 

E'eo as tlie la5y spak ; 
An' thrice lie dighted his dim e'e, wipec 

An' thrice he stcppit back. 

But ae blink o' her bonny e'e, 

Outspake his Lady Ann ; 
An' he 's catch'd her by the waist sae sma' 

Wi' the grip o' a drowning man. 

" Oj Lady Ann, thy bed's been hard, 

When I thought it the down ; 

O, Lady Ann, thy love's beea deep. 

When I thought it was fiown. 

" I 've met my love in the greenwood, 
My foe on the brown hill ; 
But I ne'er met wi' ought before 
I lik'd sae weel, an' ill. 

" 0, I could make a queen o' thee, 

An' it would be my pride ; 

But, Lady Ann, it's no for thee. 

To be an outlaw's bride." 
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"Hae I left kith and kin, Sir Knight, 
To turn about an' rae? 
Hae I shar'd wind an' weet wi' thee, 
That I should leave thee noo ? 

" There 'a goud an' siller in this hand, 
Will buj uB monj a rigg ; 
There 'a pearlings in this ither band, 
A stately tower to bigg. 

" Tho' thou 'rt an outlaw frae this land. 
The Tvarld's braid and wide ; — 
Make room, make room, my merry men, 
Por young Sir Arthur's bride.". 
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ANDKO KEIR. 

[cliff, 
"When corbies lea tlieir decking cleugLs, hatching 

An' falcons flap the wing, 
It is nae for the feckless tird puny 

To cock his head and sing. 

\roads 
Brown -winter spates may flood onr gates, torrents 

An' snioor the meadows wide ; 
But bide aback, frae ford or track, 

They '11 'swage ere Beltane-tide. May day 

The Lord o' Wharrie's ta'en his steed, 

Wi' five glide men o' wier ; 
An' angry man he 's ridden forth, 

In search o' Andre Keir. 

Noo Keir was wight, an' tho' nae knight 

Conld handle targe an' glaive, 
An' our Lord's daughter he has ta'en, 

Nor apeer'd her father's leave. 

Oar Lord he's ridden braid an' wide, 

Owre frien' an' fremmit grund, foreiijn 

But less might aairt for Andro Keir 

Is nae where to be fund. 
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He's boun' his men to Wharrie's ha', 

An' hied him to Kilquhae, 
To fee the Warlock o' the glen, 

To tell where Andro lay. 

"Noo tell to me thoa "Warlock Wight, 

An' say thy guerdon then:— 
" Whar will I find this Andro Kier, 

The orts o' lawless men 1 refuse 

'' It's wherefore seek ye hlobd, Sir Knight ? 

It 'a wherefore would ye kill ? 
" It 'b wherefore seek the blood o' ane. 

That never did ye ill ? " 

"Kae words to me but what I want," 

Eeplied our Knight sae bauld, 
" Or else by a' that bides aboon, 

I'll lay thy body cauld." 

" Then work your worst," the Warloclc said, 

An' off his rachan fell ;— mantle 

Stout "Wharrie git'e a start an' stride, 
' Twas Andro Kier himsel? 

"Eiever an' rogue!" — 'twas a' the win' 
Our wrathsome Knight could spare, 
Till swords were gleaming in the sun, 
An' blows fell fast an' sair. 

Wi' thrust an' hack, stout Wharrie strack, 
He strack wi' might and main ; 
5* 
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At guard an' wier lay Andro Keir — 
He faught to haud his ain. 

Slee canny airt will take our part, 

It 's no aye wrath that wins ; 
Stout "Whairie's brand has left his hand, 

An' flown out owre the whina. fu 

" Strike now, thou Eiever !" — Wharrie cried, 

" I '11 neither flinch nor flee ;" 
" 'Twill ne'er be said, that my gude blade 
Was stain'd wi' blood o' thee." 

Eanld Andro's dighted his red brow, i 

An' then his trusty sword ; 
He 's turned him lightly on hia heel, 

"Withouteii sign or word. 

He '3 raised his bugle frae his belt, 
An' blew baith loud an' shrill ;— 

Our Lord's brave daughter an' her raaids. 
Came tripping down the hill. 

" Twa choices ye hae. Lady love ; 

Twa choices, Marion dear ; 
" Whether wi' your brave father gae, 

Or bide wi' Audro Keir?" 

She 's lookit in her father's face ; 

The tears are streaming fast ; 
She 's turned her e'e on Andre Keir, 

An' drappit on his breast. 
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[mourned 
Stout Wharrie spak, — "I dool'd the wrack, 

0' a my heart hings on ; 
But I find here, a daughter dear, 

But an' a gallant son." 

Twa weeks owxe this a noble feast 

Waa held in Wbarrie's ha', 
Fair Marion an' bold Andro Keir, 

Stood bravest 'mang them a'. 
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LADY ELLEN'S LAST NIGHT. 



Thebe leeiii'd a light frae yon high tower, 
"When the sun had sought the sea ; 

There came a Bang frae Ellen's bower, 
"When the bird bad elos'd his e'e. 

An' first it sweet and blithely rang, 
Like the chirm to the early light, 

But ah ! it grew a dowie sang, sc 

liike the bird that sings o' night. 

" Gae busk my bower wi' roses white, i 

Pu' lilies frae the rill ; 
Sir Eiobard he '11 be here the night. 
Ere the moon has left the hill, 

" My father's gone, for stern Lord John, 
An' says I 'U be hia bride. 
But Richard he has Ellen's vow, — 
Her vow, and heart beside." 

The moon swam up the cludless lift ; 

Night's lonesome hour has rung ; 
While sad, and sadder grew the sang, 

Eair Lady Kllen sung. 
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" 0, what ctin stay my -wandering knigbt 
Can love so soon grow cold ? — 
Or thinks he Ellen's heart is light 
Without her father's gold ?". 

It 'b long she sobb'd an' sorrow'd there ; 

The moon in clonda has set ; 
The 'kerchief o' her bridal robe, 

"Wi' many a tear is wet. 

When hark ! there comes a heavy step, 
Fair Ellen rais'd her head, — 

Sir Eichard stands in her bower door, 
His cheek like the sheeted dead. 

"0 Eichard, ye ha'e tarried lang, 
See yonder breaks the day ; 
My father's gone, for stern Lord John — 
Away ray love ! away !" 

" I 've met thy father and Lord John, 
We met in yonder howe ; 
And I hae come, my bride to claim, 
They cannot follow now." 

" Here, Lady, we ha'e often met, 
An' here we twa maun part ; 
0, there 's a wound in this left breast, 
That dries np Eichard 's heart 1 

" 0, bed me in thy bower, Ellen, 
An' make thy maidens speed. 
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An' liap me wl' tliy hand, Ellen, 
The last that e'er I '11 need." 

They 've made a bed, he 's laid him down, 

Nor word again he spak ; 
An' she has sat an' sobhit there, 

Until her jonng heart brak. 

An' there they lay, in others' arms — 

0, 'twas a waeaome sight ! — 
A pair o' simmer's blighted blooms. 

The red rose and the white. 
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CHRISTY FOURD. 



It was nae Hallowday, I true, 

It was nae Beltane tide ; May day 

But winter winds owre bauldly blew, 

For feckless folk to bide. puny 

The lee-light that December gi'es. 

Was lairing in the wast ; sinMng 

Whan Christy, wi' her ora claes, spare 

"Was bouii' to dree the blast : endure 



Wae suck [ for wight on sic a night, alas 

That 's far frae hauld or hame ; 
But 0, waes me, for them that flit, 

Ere term tide's fully gane. 

An' wae were they in Geentree ha', 

When Christy took her plaid ; 
An' sair the bonny bairniea grat, wept 

An' heciit her aye to bide ? entreated 

She kissed them anee, she kissed them twice, 

Wi' heart owre girt to speak ; 
But heavy, heavy, were the tears 

That drappit frae her cheek. 
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Out owre the buirdit burn she gat, frozen 

Out owre the bourtroe slap ; 
An' slowly wan she thro' the broom, 

For steerlesa was her Btap. 

Ay, lightly may ye loup, maidens, 

Wha's hearts nae sorrow ga', 
An' lightly, lightly, may you loup, 

Wha's waists are jimp an' sma'. 

I would'na ban the wily thief 

Wha steals to fend his need, supply 

Nor yet would I the wight that's wrang'd, 

Wha strikes his wranger dead. 

But Rab o' Baroton thou boots, 

A heavier ban than mine — 
An' gin we meet on yird, that spot 

Maun kep my blood or thine. catch 

Now dark an' grewsome grew the night, dismal 

As 'twould be the death o' a' ; 
Tor first there came the slushy sleet, 

An' syne the drifting snaw. 

She 's waigl'd owre Knockgirrou moor, toiled 

Ourecome wi' cauH and care ; 
But whan she gat to Gariloup, 

Her legs they dow nae mair, 

1 had I found thee, Christy, there, 
While yet thy lip was red ; 
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Afore the last o' many a tear, 
Was froze on, thy e'elid ; 

Afore the low, an' heavy moan, 
That loos'd thy soul for heaven ; 

I'd grippit thee to this breast bane, 
An' a' that's bye forgiven. — 

The snaw ■was now her bed sae white, 
The deep drift was her sheet, 

The wild wind sang her last balu', 
An' sound, sound was her sleep. 

The morning raise owre banks an' biaeSj 

On fields an' forests fair; 
It walsen'd burdies frae the bough, 

An' outlyers frae their lair, 
Ent she that lies on Gariloup, 

Nae morn can wauken mair. 

An' anld wife wins by Girvan side, 
"Was a mither ere yestreen — 

!Now wae suck, she maun baimless dee, 
Atho' she dee or e'en. 

For villains there 's a gallows tree 

Wha kill by gash or stab. 
But wherefore does it pass the rogue 

That kills like Barnton's Eab? 
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THE CADGER OliEREY. 



1''hb Cadger O'Kerry came hame yestreen, carrier 
His cuddy, his creels, an' a'; ass panniers 

Sail- toutit an' tasht, the body came wast, fatigued 
For the gate it lay deep in the snaw. road 

Noo the Cadger's wife an' her kimmers war met, gossip 
They'd a browst in the big berry pan, posset 

All' seated sae snug by the het ingle lug, side 

She 's lightlied her drookit guideman. drenched 

Our Cadger he sat, he was cauld, he was wat, 

But asteep he is laying his brain, 
Till he 's cleckit a plan, to break up the clan, hatched 

An' make the braw panfu' his ain. 

Sae out he's gane to fodder his brute. 

An' whan he came back to the door. 
He raised a big rowt, crying, kimmers come out, 

An' look at this awful uproar. 

The Carliu's strade out wi' a wonnerfu' speed, 

Our Cadger sae sly slippit in, 
Syne caniiilie shot, the muckle door sloat, boll 

Made a ranse o' a big racking pin. brace 
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The Cadger be leuch as he rypit the ribs, poked 

Set the winking ingle ableeze ; 
An' then he began on the rare berry paa, 

An' mixt it wi' bread an' wi' cheese. 

But losh I whan the luckies they fatrn'd out the trick, 
They were neither to hand nor to bin'. 

An they stampit an' flet, at a' tear-in-twa rate, 
An' bann'd whan they couldna win in. 

"liCt 's in," quo' they, "ye auld Cadger loon, 

Or we'll rive yonr auld eantle bare." head 

" E'en do sae," quo' he, " an' he leuch merriUe, 
Whan your ban's they can win at my hair." 

"Let's in," quo' they in a cannier sough. 

An' we '11 a' be guide oompanie." 
" Tm right fond o' your crack, there akint the door 
back, 

As we ablins might no here agree." 

" But here 's to yo kimmera " quo' be wi' a rift, helcli 
As he tillit the twa luggit cap. 
It's weel wail'd gear, an' right hearlaonie cheer,- 
!For a carl that 's baith drouthy an' wat. 

The night it was dour, the drift flew like stour, sulky 
An' whan they shw a thing was gane— \ioife 

The howdy strade hame, wi' the ither dry dame, mid- 
Left the Cadger's wife freezing her la,ne, 
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" 0' maun I dee Lere at my am door cheek ? 

0, "Willie, hae mercy on me !" 
" Aye the win's in an' airt, that will saften your heart, 

Ye 11 fin noo wiiat poor Cadgera dree." 

Sae he never let on till her win' it grew weak, 
Then stauchering he airtit her in. staggering 

Her noae it was blao, aa a big partan tae, lohster toe 
An' an icicle hung frae her chin. 

" Ye'll ten noo," quo' he, an' he winkit his e'e, 
" What frost bitten gannerels crave." wanderers 

She dightit her snont, said she bad just found it out, 
An' she'd mind it as lang as she 'd live. 

[fond 
Our leal Cadger syne, grew baith couthy and kin', 

When he found her aae cow'd and sae tame. 
An' in troutli our guidewife, put a loop in her life, 
An' turn'd out a right decent dame. 
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THE AULD FBIEN'S AN' THB NEW. 



Weke the come o' will gifts o' the heart 
E'er reckon'd wi' gear that is sauld ? 

Can new fangl'd friendship impart, 

The pleasures that spring from_the auld? 

New frien's may hae uncos to tell, news 

Ajc' ferlies to gar the lugs ring ; wonder's ears 

But the voice o' a canty auld frieu' m&rry 
0, it fingers a pleasanter string! 

The warld grows in bunches, we see, 

Like flower knote, that ciTiater the swaird ; 

Then keep by the bundle, my boys, 

'Mang which your young spirit was rear'd. 

Awa' wi' variety's praise, — 

Gi'e me the frien's steady au' true ! 

I 'c| rather drink swats wi' the auld, beer 

Than wallow in wine with the new. 
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FAIR MARION O' KILI{:EEEAK. 



The tird in Lmngstoa's deep glen, 
His hindmost sang lias twitter'd, 

An' gloaming owre the western wave, 
Its latest glow has glitter'd. 

The elder stars are in a lowe, 

An' fast the younger follow ; 
The breeze is creeping owre the knowe, 

To sleep within the hollow. 

It 's sweet to scent the wind at e'en, 
Wiar the wild flower makes it halmy ; 

It 's blythe to hear the blackbird sing, 
A balu to the lammie. 

But it's a heartfa' o' dehght, 

To meet wi' thee, my Marion, 
When the big moon ranges braid an' bright, 

Owre the dark woods o' Kilkerran. 

Some flit their love for kith and kin, 
There 'a mae that flit for tocher ; 

But the gear could lift my love frae thee, 
This warld has nae to offer. 
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1 hae a wee house, an' tail yard, 
I' tlie howe ayont Knockgirran— 

An' a' my wish is to be spar'd, 
To see it tlie hame o' Marion. 
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THE GOWAN O' THE WEST. 



Gae fetch, to me a stoup o' wine, 

An' fill it to the e'e, 
Sae I may drink a deep, deep health. 

To her my heart is wi' 1 

An' bring to me a wooer youth, 

That I, to ease my woes, 
May brag my gowan o' the west 
t his southern rose. 



She may be gentle, thy trae love, 

She may be fair an' fine, 
But by the heav'n above our head, 

She canna be like mine. 

Her cheek is like the dawning's glow, 
That gars the birdies chirl ; 

Her e'e is like the lightning's lowe, 
That makes the heartBtrings dirl. 

Her lips are like to cherries twin, 
That grow upon ae shank ; 

Her breath, it beats the simmer win', 
r the lowne o' a flowery bank. 
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Her neck, it's like tlie siller etour, spray 

That booses frae the linn ; nses waterfall 

Her bosom is a lily bower 
That ane would fain lie in. 

Awa, awa thou wooer youth, 

Youra may be fair an' fine, 
But by the heVen aboon our head, 

She carina be like mine. 
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ON WI' THE TARTAN. 

Do ye like, my dear lassie, 

Ths hills wild an' free, 
Where the sang o' the shepherd 

Gars a' riog wi' glee ; 
Or the Bteep rocky glens, 

Where the wild falcons bide ? 
Then on wi' the tartan, 

An' fy let us ride. haste 

Do ye like the knowes, lassie, 

Ne'er were in rigga, 
Or the bonny lowne howea, 

Where the sweet robin biggs ? 
Or the sang o' the lie tie. 

When wooing hia bride ; 
Then on with the tartan. 

An' fy let ns ride. 

Do ye like the barn, lassie, 

Loups amang linns, leaps waterfall 

Or the bonny green holmes, hanks 

Where it eannily ring; 
Wi' a canty bit honsie, 

Sae snug by its side ; 
Then on wi' the tartan, 

An' fy let ns ride. 
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FAIR JEANIE'S BOWER. 



Yestreen I tirl'd mj love's window, tapped 
Whan the moon on hie was hinging; 

The dawing heard onr parting vow, 
Whan the birds began their singing. 

She took me to a binwood bower, ivy 

Was o' her ain han' twining; 
The birken buss aboon our head, 

An' saft moss for the hning. 

The howlet had flown to his hole, owl 

The hare had left the bracken ; /em 

An' sweet, the lavroo i' the lift, 
Wi' singing gart me wauken, 

I luckit on her bonny brow, 

An' sain'd her wi' my blessing ; 
I glowr'd upon her comely mou', gazed 

An' waken'd her wi' kissing. 

O, sweet's the banquet o' the bee, 

That hives amang the heather ; 
But sweeter far that lip's to me, 

Than ought that bee can gather. 
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I gat a vow fra her yestreen, 

I gat it wi' a token ; 
All' gin ye break it, bonny Jean, 

Tliis heart wi' it is broken. 
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TAM O' THE BALLOCH. 

In the nick o' the balloch, lived Moorian' Tam, 

Weel stentit wi' broohaii an' braxy ham ; 

A breast like a brod, a back like a door, 

Wi' a wapping wame that hung down afore, iig lelly 

But what's come owre ye, Moorlan' Tam, 

YouT leg's now growa like a wheelbarrow tram ; shaft 

Your e'e it's faun in, your noae it's feun out, 

An' the skin o' your cheek's like a dirty clout. 

O' anee like a yaud ye apankit the bent, colt moor 
Wi' a fecldt sae fu' an' a stocking sae stent, jacket 
The strength o' a stot, the weight o' a cow, ox \hound 
Hoo, Tammy, my man, ye're grown like a grew, grey- 

I mind when the bliuk o' a canty quean, 

Could water'd your mou', and lightit your e'en ; 

Noo ye look like a yowe, when ye should be a 

ram, eztie 

0, what can be wrang wi' ye, Moorlan' Tam I 

Has some dog o' the yird sent your gear abreed, earih 
Hae they broken your heart, hae they broken your 
Lead ; \_sticks 

Hae they rack'd ye wi' rungs, are ye skittl'd wi' steel, 
Or, Tammy, my man, hae ye seen the deel ? 
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Wha ance was your matcli at a stoup or a tale, 
Wi' a voice like a sea, an' a drouth like a whale ? 
Noo ye peep like a pout, ye glumph and ye gaunt, 

IcMck yawn, 
0, Tammy, my man, are ye turned a gaunt ? 

Oome, loose your heart, ye man o' the moor, 
We tell our distress ere we look for a cure ; 
There 's laws for a wrang, an' sa's for a sair, s(dves 
Sae, Tammy, my man, what would ye hae mair ? 

" 0, neighbour, it neither was thrasher or thief, 
That deepen'd my e'e an' lighten'd my beef; 
But the word that mak's me so waefu' an' wan. 
Is, Tain o' the Balloch's a jiaiikied man 1" 
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THE DOGS O' DRLJMACHREEN. 



Yestreen I gi'ed my duds a diglit, 

An' razor rade my chin, 
An' taking off my eraig claith, 

I tura'd it outside in ; 
Syne canty, in the dowe 

O' a bonny July e'en, 
I gaed daunering dooii the howe. 

That leads to Drumackreen. 

The last time I was owre, 

I had angert sair my doo ; 
By fa'ing sound asleep by her, 

Whan in the barley mow. 
Eiit I thought she'd hae forgotten, 

Or else she'd hae forgi'en ; 
But the deil talji' my dear, 

An' the do^ o' Drumaehreen, 

I blinkit by the ha' door, 
I whistl'd 'neath the yard ; 

But she ne'er leetit after me, 
Mair than I 'd been a caird. 
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I airtit round the peat stack, 

An' thought to catch my quean; 

But the neist sight I saw, 

"Was the dogs o' Druraachreen, 

It 's first they reft my wily coat, 

An' then they reft my breek, 
An' syne they bate me on a bit, 

'Bont whilk I mauna speak ; 
'Bout whilk I mauna speak, 

Tho' it waters baith my e'en ; 
1 the deil late my dear. 

An' the dogs o' Drumachreen, 
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THE DAFT DAYS. 



The midniglit hour is clinking, lads, 

An' the douce, an' the decent, are winking, lads; sober 

Sae I tell ye again, 

Be't weel or ill ta'en, 
It '3 time ye were quatting your drinking, lads. 

Gae ben, an' mind your gauntry, Kate, cellar 

Gi'es raair o' your beer, an' less bantry, Kate, 

T?or we vow, whar we sit. 

That aforo we shall flit, move 

We'se be better acquaint wi' your pantry, Kate. 

The " daft days " are but a beginning, Kate, 

An' we're sworn ; would you, hae us a sinning, Kate, 

By our faith an' our houp, 

We will stick by the stoup. 
As lang as the barrel keeps rinning, Kate. 

Thro' hay, an' thro' hairst, sair we toil it, Kate, 
Thro' simmer, an' winter, we moil it, Kate; 

Sae ye ken, whan the wheel, 

Is beginning to squeal, 
It 's time for to grease, an' to oil it, Kate. 



.lec.y Google 



Sae draw us anitlier drappy, Kate, 
An' gl'e US a cake to our cappy, Kate ; 

For, by spiggot an' pin ! 

It 's waor than a sin, 
To flit when we're sitting sae happy, Kate. 
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LET'S DRINK TO OUR NEXT MEETING. 



Let's drink to our next meeting, lads, 

Nor think on what's atwixt ; 
They're fools wha spoil the present hour, 

By thinking on the next. 

Then here's to Meg o' Morning side, 

An' Kate o' Kittlemark; 
The taen she drank her hose and shoon, one 

The tither pawned her sark. other 

A load o' wealth, nn' warldly pelf, 

They say is sair to bear ; 
Sae he's a gouk, would scrape an' honk, scratch 

To make his burden mair. 

Then here 's, &o. 

Gif care looks black the morn, lads, 

As he'd come doon the lum ; chimney 

Let's ease our hearts by swearing, lads. 

We never bade him come. 

Then here 's, &e. 
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Then here's to our next meeting, lada, 

Ne'er think on what's atwixt ; 
They 're fools who spoil the present hour, 

By thinking ou the next. 

Thea here 's, &c. 
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MAGGIE M'GEE. 

Aye gi'e me auld Maggie McGee, man, 

Wi' her cozy auld howff at Knockree, man ; ale-house 

For gin ye want a drap, if 

Be't frae stoup or frae canp. 
Seek tbe gauntry o' Maggie McGee, man. 

[dull dough 
Should your head be as dowff as the daigh, man, 
An' your heart in your fecket lie laigh, man ; rest 

Gae down to Knockree, 

Speer for Maggie McGee, ash 

An' lay your lugs deep in a quaicli, man. 

Ay weela on ye, Maggie McGee, lass, 

Tho' ye're runkl'd, an' short o' an e'e, lass; 

I mind the day, Meg, 

Whan the birkiea would beg, wa^s 

Your braw sappy lips for to prie, lass. taste 

It 's kent ye had proffers enew, lass, 
An' our Laird, baith whan sober an' fu', lasa. 
Aft vow'd wi' an aith, 
Shou'd his Kate slip her breath. 
Ye should lady it doon at Cardoo, lass. 
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Tani Dadgeon wlia dealt wi' the Mants, lass, 

Him ye led like a shelty ia brants, lass; bridle 

Was right tight in your loop, 

But a Ee venue Sloop 
Settled that aa' the rest o' his pranks, lass. 

Rah the drover, wha came frae Caratair, lass, 
Kept cramming your lag lata an' air, lass ; 
Eab's han' wou'd na keep, 
Was owre fond o' the sheep. 
An' gat hangit, ye '11 mind, down at Ayr, lass ; 

Bat gi'e me auld Maggie McGee, man, 
Wi' her cozy auld howff at Eoockree, man ; 

For gin ye want a drap, 

Be't frae stoup or frae caup, 
Seek the gauntry o' Maggie McGee, man 
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THE TINKLER'S SANG. 



"When birds in bands, frae foreign lands, 

To bill an' howe are hieing; [goldfinch Imnel 

When goudspinka neat, and lintiea sweet, 
Their bravest sangs are trying. 

It 's then I see, our greenwood tree, [_dlin(/ 

Where wives an' weana are howdering ; hud- 

A scraping spoons, an' crooning tunes, humming 
While pats an' pans we're sowdering. 

Owre brae an' bank, our youngsters spank, 

To hunt the brass an' pewter ; 
For faith the mill may weel atan' still, 

Has neither grist nor muter, toll 

Syne hares frae glens, an' fe,t mi^irhens, 

Are in the caldron boiling; 
While braxy hams, an' hieland drama, 

Weel pay us for our toiling. 

When gloaming still, creeps up the hill. 

The birns we set a-lowing ; sticks 

Screw up the pegs, an' ahake our legs, 
'Till a' our hearts are glowing. 
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Ilk giru an' line's inspeckit sjne, snares 

An' gif we've no "been lucky ; 
The farmer's barn, afore the morn, 

May ablins lack a chncky. perhaps chiclcen 

Bat spoons a' made, an' fortunes spaed, told 

Wi' little left to fea' us ; help 

We hoist our creels, take to our heels, panniers 
An' howff where less they ken us. haunt 

Nor stent or cess, our minds distress. 

We're clear o' lords or gentry ; 
In cove or glen, we make our den, 

An' a' the warld's our pantry. 
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THE BATCHELOE'S ADVICE TO THE 
BOYS. 



It 's sad to see, the tauld an' alee. 

The lads anee bravely mettl'd; 
Gang douf an' douce, about the house, dull quiet 
By wedlock's caatrips settl'd. 

Icoli 
But the free, the free, the cont that 's free, 

Nae tow nae tether ga's him ; rojpe {hoofs 

While the halter'd brute, maun gee his clute, 

Just as his driver ca'a him. drives 

Lord, see him there, wi' sich an' prayer, 

A fleeching some drest draigle ; coaxing 

To come an' keep his amery bare, euphoard 

Or dand him wi' the ladle. 

But the free, &c. 

Syne see him weary out his life. 
On weans, to keep an' clout them ; 

Or fechting for a fractious wife, 
When ane can do without them. 

But the free, &c. 
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Horn Jaft is he, wha greens to gie, fool 

A liferent to some gipsy ; 
To clash wi' cronies owre her tea, talk scanda. 

An' scauld ye whan ye're tipscy. 

But the free, &c. 

Gae hame an' tend the mill an' mow, 

l^or mair o' lore be tanking, 
We've fools an' beggars' brats enew, 

Sae, youngsters, quit your jauking. trifling 
For tlie free, &g. 
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TO AN OLD PACK OF CARDS, 

THAT AMUSED US IN CEOSSING THE ATLANTIC. 

Peace to his spirit did devise, 
These moat aimiaing things ; 
, And taught ua, demooratic-wiae, 
To play with kings and queens. 

"When winds were loud as woman'a grief, 
When the dark wave was rude ; 

And our good bark, Hke drifting leaf, 
Drave o'er an angry flood ; 

Or when the elemental 'fray, 

"Waa o'er, and winds asloep ; 
And like a little isle we lay, 

Stni. rooted in the deep ; 

'Tvvas then ye cut old ernaty Care, 

Of half his killing power ; 
And triclced, and shuffii'd daddy Time, 

Out many a weary hour. 

But cards, like creatures, waxeth old, 

Yea all things must decay ; 
And carnal kings, like kings o' cards. 

Last not, thank God ! for aye. 
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Ye 're merry toys, in sooth, yet still, 
Ye Ve bred no little grief; 

Strange this ! that kinga oecasion ill. 
In boards as well as beef! 

But then this solace to the mind, 
Oar best attention craves ; 

For mark their mischief is confined, 
To those who are their slaves. 



.lec.y Google 



THE MEREY MAIDS O' SCOTLAND. 



Ye merry maids o' Scotland, 

Dear lassies o' langsyne ; 
How turns o' some auld melodie, 

"Will bring you to my min' 1 
Wi' jout daffin an' your laughin, 

Frae glint o' day to gloam, 
Whan corn was wliitenin on the lea, 

An' hay was on the holm. 

At Martimass and Whitsunday, 

At bridal or at fair ; 
Wi' Sunday hraws like drifted snaws, 

Te wore a doucer air. 
But smirks aroun' your rosy lips, 

Wi' glintin's o' the e'e, 
Tauld ay how soon a canty tune, 

Could wake ye jnto glee. 

Whan dreary days o' winter, 
Were scailin' sleet an' snaw ; 

Your fresh unfrosted merriment, 
Sent simmer thro' the ha'. 
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Your kind gude e'en an' winsome mien 
Would thow the pJowman cliiel, 

While merry sang, the lee night lang, 
Was chorused wi' your wheel, 

I'm far awa', I'm lang awa', 

An' muckle's cam' atween ; 
The night we reel'd it in the ha', 

Or link'd it on the green. 
But sowth we get a canty lilt, 

Ye're a' afore my min' ; 
Dear merry maids o' Scotland, 

Sweet lassies o' langsyne. 
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LINES, 



Last time my feeble voice I raised, 

To thy immortal dwelling; 
The flame of friendship round me blaz'd, 

On breath of rapture swelliog. 

Now far into a foreign land, 

Wie heaveoa above me scowling ; 

The big bough waving like the wand, 
The forest caverns howling. 

No kindred voice ia in mine ear, 
No heart with mine is beating ; 

No tender eye of blue is near, 
My glance of kindness n 



But rocky mountains towering rude, 
Dim heaven with their statures ; 

Grim winter in his wildest mood, 
'Midst nature's roughest features." 

Yet thou who sung of nature's charms, 
In barrenness and blossom ; 

Thy strain of love and freedom warms, 
The chill that's in my bosom. 
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And here, where despotism is mute, 
And right hath the aacendenoe ; 

0, where's the land coald better suit, 
The hymn to independence ; 

Thou giant 'mongat the mighty dead, 
What bowls to thee are flowing [ 

What souls of Scotia's noble breed, 
With pride this night are glowing 1 
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To make the following songs, ballads, &o., understood, 
it is neceseary to inform the reader, that, before leaving 
Scotland for America, in 1822, the writer published, as 
a Souvenir for his friends, a small volume entitled "A 
Pilgrimage to the Land of Burns." 

Aastiming, from Scott'a Antiquary, the names of 
Edie Ochiltree, Jinglin Jock, and the Lang Linker, the 
three "Jolly Beggars" set off from the City of Edin- 
burgh for the purpose of visiting the scenes which 
have been consecrated by the genius of Bums, and of 
collecting any scattered fragments of national songs 
that might fall in their way. 1'wo of the pilgrims, 
however, had a double interest in the visit ; they were 
natives of the "Shire o' Ayr." 

The " incidents of travel " were all sufficiently real. 
.The songs and rhymes were made for the nonce. 
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Tlie dawn of the first day is hailed by the Jingler's 

MOKNING SANG. 



Give ear unto me, Linker, 

An' listen, Ocbiltree; 
For I hae nae seen a blytber day 

This twenty years an' three. 
O' my tongue it winna lie, my lads. 

This bonny morn o' June, 
My words they come in rhyme, lads, 

My breath comes in a tune. 

An' huiTa, an' hurra, 

An' hurra, my merry men ; 

I would'na gie a June day, 
For a' the days I ken. 

It's blyth to see the braw sun, 

Come blinking owre the lea ; 
It's sweet to hear the cock bird, 

A singing on the tree. 
A singing on the tree, my boys, 

A whistling in the lift ; 
0, it puts the heart o' Jinglin Jock, 

Into an unco tift! 
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An' hurra, an' hurra, 

An' hurra, my merry men ; 
I wadna gi'e the hntie's sang 

For a' the sangs I ken, 

"We '11 tak' it oanna up the braea, 

Syne gi'e the beastie head ; 
An' whan we fin' a cosey howe, 

We '11 sit us down an' feed. 
Our kebboct an' our cakes, lads. 

Will mak' our meal a treat ; 
An' a wee drap o' Jock Barleycorn, 

Will mak' the burnies sweet. 

Then hurra, an' hurra, 

An' hiirra, my merry men ; 

I wadna gi'e Jock Barleycorn 
For a' the jokes I ken. 
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At Cariiwath they get 

THE GOIJD UPON CHAELIE. 

Air, " OWKE THE WATER TO CHAELIE." 

It ye'd drink yili, ao' be canty still, ale merry 

Sin' the Greeks has bang'd the kiltie ; 

"Wale out the lads, wore the white cockades, 

An' delight in a Jacobite liltie. song 

Chorus. — Then up wi' the lads, wore the white 
cockades, 
Altho' they be scatter'd right sairlie ; 
There 's a sough in the land, there 's a heart an' a hand 
That may yet pit the goud upon Charlie ! 

[top 
Tho' a poor G-erman daw's got the crap o' the wa', 

An' our ain bonny doo it has pookit ; plucked 

We 've gude falconers still, an' whan they get their 
will. 
They '11 pit the right doo in the dookit. dov6 cot 
Then up, &c. 

Then keep yonr blue bonnet, a wee ere ye don it, 
An' keep your claymore frae the stouring ; soiling 

Te may yet hear a horn, on a braw simmer morn, 
That may thank ye weel for the scouring. 
Then up, &c. 
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Tho' base hireling swords, an' cauld blooded words, 
Hae yirded the pride o' tho thistle ; earthed 

Tho' thebouk'a in the gi'un', the saul'a in a son, body 
That may yet gar anld Hanover fistle. sUra 

Then up, &o. 
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The banks of the Clyde afford tiem 

THE KKIGHT O' ELLEHSLIE.* 

The Southern loon's wrought mickle scaitb, harm 

Unto our west eoi^ntrie ; 
He haa ta'eu the gear, "but he's got the wrath, 

0' the kuigbt o' EUcrslie. 

Sir William's ta'en his sword in hand, 

It was weel prov'd an' good ; 
Three waps o't round his burdly breast, blows 

Has clear'd a Scottish rood. 

tJpou his lip there is a vow, 

Upon his brow a ban ; 
He '11 learn our faeman their ain march, borders 

If it may be learn'd hy man. 

To see him in his weed o' peace, 

"Wi' the dimple on his chin ; 
0, stood there e'er a fairer Knight, 

A lady's love to win' ? 

To see him in his shell o' steel, 

Hia braid sword by his thie ; thigh 

0, stood there e'er a brawer knight. 

To redd a hail conntrie ? clear whoU 



* Sir William Waliaoe. 
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Step out, step out, my gallant knight, 
By thyaol' thou shanna stride ; 

Tho' white the loclia lie on my brow, 
An' my ehirt o' mail hings wide, 

Blaw up, there's gallant hearts in Kyle, 
An' the upper ward o' Clyde ; 

Blaw up, blaw up a thousand spears 
Will glitter by thy side 1 

There 's mony bow to goud, I trow, 
There 's mae that bow thro' dread ; 

But blaw a blast, thou wight Wallace, 
An' look for man an' steed. 

Oh ! wha eould bide by pleugh an' spade 
While a Southern's in the land ? 

Oh 1 wha can lag whan Wallace wight, 
Has ta'en his sword in hand ! 

To him that dares a righteous deed, 
A righteous strength is given ; 

An' he that fights for liberty, 
Will be free in earth, or heaven. 
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irat!m-vpn, tatbg " tlicir ease in theii- inn," tSicy ei 

THE maL'E SIDE. 

It's rare to see the morning bleeze 

Like a bonfire frae the sea ; 
It's fair to see the bumie kiss 

The lip o' the flowery lea ; 
An' fiae it is on green hill side, 

When hums the hinny bee ; 
But rarer, fairer, finer fair, 

Is the ingle side to me. 

Glens may be gilt wi' gowans rare, 

The birds may fill the tree, 
An' haughs hae a' the scented jvare, 

That simmer's growth can gi'e; 
But the cantie hearth where cronies r 

An' the darling o' our e'e ; 
That makes to us a warld complete, 

0, the ingle side's for mel 
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aring his "Daddy's ha'," the Jin gler chants 

A HAMEWARD HYMN". 

Each whirl o' the wKeel, 
Eacit step brings me nearer 

The hame o' my youth ; 
Every object grows clearer. 

The hilla, an' the huts, 
The trees on that green ; 

Loahl they glour in my face, 
Like some kindly auld frieii'. 

E'en the brutes they look social, 
Aa gif they would crack ; 

An' the sang o' the bird 
Seems to welcome me back. 

O I dear to the heart, 

Is the hand that first fed us ; 

An' dear is the laud, 

An' the cottage that bred us. 

An' dear are the comrades, 
Wi' whom we once sported ; 

But dearer the maiden, 
Whose love we first courted. 
7* 
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Joy's image may perish, 
E'en grife die away ; 

But the scenes o' our youth, 
Are recorded for aye. 
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A jmOLE TO A TEEE. 



Look, neighbours, do you see 
That giant of a tree ? 
"Would ye think that I had seen, 
That stately tent o' green, 
A mere finger length o' timber ; 
A thing so light, an' limber, 
That a crow, intent to bigg, 
Might hae ta'en it for a twig, 
An' weave it amongst straws, 
Such a trifle then it was, 
Tho' now ye see the crows 
Might hatch upon its bougha. 

Thae trees, that whole plantation, 
Hands the glen in occupation ; 
Troth, I hae seen the day, 
For all their grand array, 
That, wi' little stress I could, 
Hae carried the hale wood ; 
Tho' the smallest now, ye see, 
Might be my gallows tree I 
Lord hae mercy upon me I 
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MeeUng ■with a matron, who in early days had " ta'eu liia youthful 
fanoj," he produced a rhymo 

TO AK OLD FLAME. 



It was you, Kirsty, you . 
First touch'd this heart I trow, 
Toot my Btomach &ae my food, 
Put the devil in my blood, 
Made my doings out o' season, 
Made my thinkings out o' reason : 
It was you, Kirsty lass, 
Brought the Jingler to this pass. 

But when amaist dementit. 
My sair heart got ventit ; 
O, what happy days we'd then, 
'Mang the hazels o' yon glen ! 
Aft by bonny Irvine side. 
We hae lain, row'd in a plaid, 
J'rae the settle o' the night. 
To the income o' the liglit. 

An' Kirsty, lass, I see, 
By the twinkle o' thy e'e, 
An' Kirstv, faith I fln', 
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§ here within, 
That tbo' yeVe ta'en anither, 
An' tho' ye be a mither, 
There's an ember in us yet, 
That might kindle, were it fit. 

Then fare-je-weel, my fair ane, 
An' fare-ye-wee], my rare ane, 
I anee thought, my bonny leddy, 
Thy bajros would ca't me daddy. 
But that braw day's gane by, . 
Sae happy may ye lie, 
An' canty may ye be 
Wi' the man that should been me. 
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To his deary in Dunedic he indites an epialle, 

DEAH JEAN". 



Hehb while the ither twa are lying, 

Ahint a buss an' eident spying, diligently 

The country bodies, kirkward hieicg, 

To furm or pew ; 
I wi' my head an' hand am trying 

A verse to you. 

An' tho' the Irvine by me flows, 

A stream weel lik'd ye may suppose ; 

An' tho' my e'e, au' lug, an' nose, ears 

Are feasted fine, 
Still backward to Auld Eeekie goes, 

The roving min'. 

In truth, we 're queer inconstant craft, 
Whyles harden' d, when we should be sail ; 
Whyles dowie when we should be daft, 

Against the grain ; 
An' when we look for pleasure aft, 

We meet wi' pain. 

But Jeanie lass, I maun admit, 
Up to the date that here I sit. 
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I Ve met wi' nought but pleasure yet, 

The very best, 
An' trotb we're e'en a canty kit, merry set 

As ere drave west, 

Anent mysel' ; but that's a theme, iouchmg 

I 'd ablins better let alane ; perhaps 

Troth I've boon nether "lag nor lame," 

To play a stick, 
Altho' in naething had the name, 

0' blackguard trick. 

It aften seems to me surprising,- 

(Ye 'U ferly at my moralizing,) wonder 

That ehiels wi' right afore them rising, 

As plain aa paritch ; pudding 

"Will listen to the de'il'a advising. 

An' scorn their carritch. catechism 

A lad may gl'e an' antran sten', occasional jump 
Ayont the prudent scores o' men ; heyond 

But when he makes mischief his en' 

Wi' spirit willing, 
It 's then the thoughtless fool ye ken, 

Frae settled villain. 

Some folk are high an' low by fits. 
An' some are mean to fill their guts; 
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But gif a deed o' mine e'er pits, 

Rogue to my name ; 

Say then, the Jingler's tint his wits, 
His reason's gane. 



Noo, Jean, I would'na think it queer, 
Gif ye should ax yourael just here ; 
What's set the Jingler thus to clear, 

His gaits to me ; 
As I had ony right to speer. 

What they may be? 



ways 
inquire 



The truth is, Jeanie lass, I fin', 
That in this wicked warld there's aue, 
That gif she lays nae wilfii' sin, 

ITpon ray back, 
I diiina care a pudding pin, 

Hoo ithers crack. 

But fareweel, lass, for faith the sun, 
Ayontthe crap o' heaven haa run, 
An's westward hitching to the grun, 

Sae we raaun in, 
Wi' spoon an' plate, right belly fun, 

To, stent our skin, 

Ance raair fareweel, an' min' this, Jean, 
Tell every kind eni^uiring frien', 
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That in this land o' pastures green, 
An' flower an' flood, 

Our feeding lite our fun has been, 

Baith great an' good. 

An' fare-ye-weel again, like twa. 
Are sweirt to part but maun awa', 
I turn to say, that like a wa', 

Or as a rock. 
Ye hae ae friend, aye worth them a',' 

In Jinglin Jock. 
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ering of the tea-kettle bj the Ingle Lug mates him w 

LINES TO A TEA-KETTLE. 



Tho' to me it is a feast, 

"When the morning leaves the east, 

To hear ilk Bappy thing, 

That can whistle, chirp, or sing, 

Be its belly on the fluds. 

Its seat upon the wuds, 

Or its wing amaug the cluds, 

Sing out, wi' a' its might, 

A welcome to the light. 

Yet on drowsy afternoon, 

There is naething Hke the croon, 

Or curmuring o' the kettle, 

Be it tin or copper metal, 

"When wi' glancing han' an' pow, head 

It sits clocking owre the lowe, fire 

! the goudpink on the timmer, 

Is naething to its simmer ! 

The very sweetest strain, 

Aften tells o' days are gane, 

Sae, whatever bless it brag. 

In the hinny there's a jag, sting 
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But tHee, thy saddest hum, 
Still talis o' joys to come, 
And thy wildest minstrelsie, 
Cries for butter, toast, and tea, 
Thou 'rt an instrument, I wot, 
Without a gloomy note, 

I declare, as I'm a sinner, 

It's a cordial after dinner, 

On an easy chair to sit, 

Wi' the fender 'neath your fit, 

While in the deafening ear, 

Thy drowsy hum we hear. 

Till it steals us clean awa', 

LiJie a babie's hushiba. 

Then we're off, in visions sweet. 

To where flowers lie in the weet, 

Or Beltane lamraies bleat. 

Syne to wauken frae our dream. 
As the sugar an' the cream, 
Plays plout into the cup, 
Hech, how happy we look up, 
To the frien's are smirking o'er us, 
Wi' the reeking cups afore us, 
O, by Jingo ! it's exceeding, 
'Tis the paradise o' feeding I 
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Driving iliTOitgli "Kyle Stewart" be composes a 

CROON TO A KYLE COW. 



My liOHny broctit leddy, 

I can see that Kyle has bred ye, 

Wi' your soawy face an' fit, 

An' your rigging like a nit ; 

I can leokon, by your fleck. 

Or your gcnty nose an' neck. 

In fact, your very tail, 

Declares ye seldom iail, 

To fill a reaming bowie, 'pail 

Three times a day, my cowie. 

Thy bulk is no uncouth, 

Like the monsters o' the soiith ; 

Nor hae ye ony trace, 

0' that hairy Hieland race, 

That come south frae bills an' bogs, 

Like droves o' horned dogs ; 

No thou 'rt the queen of brutes, 

That movetk upon cloots ! hoofs 

I'd doubt if there 's a man, 
In the borders o' this Ian', 
Or a beast, if ye had aff, 



.lec.y Google 



149 

The canny sucking calf, 
That deligiits so roueli as I 
In what is ta'en from kye ; 
For here let it be tauld, 
Be it warm, be it cauld, 
Ee it cream'd, be it kirn'd, 
Be it lappert, be it yearn'd, 
Be it sour in erode or pig, 
Be it crnppit whey or whig, 
Be it blinkit, be it broke. 
It's welcome aye to Jock. 

But when as fat as grease. 

It comes forth in name o' cheese ; 

As bright an' yellow's brimstone. 

An' as big'a a innekle grunstone ; 

"What e'e is no ta'en captive, 

What jaw is then inactive, 

When the gudewife cries " fa' on," ]hread 

To the wally whangs an' scone ? large slices 

When a drouthy chiel or twaj 

Take a scour o' usqueba', drink 

Gin about the chap o' ten, stroke 

The browster wife brings ben brewer 

A stow o' thee, made nice piece 

Wi' a stouring o] the spice, 

I"rae the ingle, fat an' frying, 

An' on cakes sae crumpy lying, brittle 
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Gin the lads be in a pHgHt, 
To ken the day frae night, 
Thou 'rfc an noca pleasant sight. 

I to see on simmer morn, 

When the craik'a amang the corn, landrai 

An' the gowan 'mang the grass, 

A barefit sonsy lass, jolly 

Come scudding thro' the dew, 

An' Gowr doon aneath her cow, 

Syne, wi' canty sang an' glee, 

Stroan the leglan to the e'e, pail 

Sic a sight has gart me awither, 

Atween the tane an' tither. 

That is, her lip sae sweet, 

An' the bowie 'tween her feet. 
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Merged fairly into the "land of Burns" they vent their feelinga in 

A MORNING "ALL HAIL TO COILA." 

IIdzza I for the land of our minstrel's birtb, 
The green fields tliat waved in his eye ; 

The echoes that rang to his woe, or his mirth, 
And the mountains that bounded hia slry I 

It spreads on the sense like a beautiful dream, 

Tis the mantle that Coila wore ; 
Bedropp'd with the forest, enatrip'd with the stream, 
And fring'd with the fret of the shore. 

Yet had winter been here, with his heaviest sigh. 

Had the sea rolled hia heaviest wave ; 
And the stem of that flower, which now gladdens the 
eye, 

Stood a monument over its grave ; 

It had still been the land of our heart, the sweet spot 

That stands in our fancy the first ; 
And symbol' d more truly the desolate lot, 

Of the ill fated spirit it nurs'd. 
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Ye sweet birds of summer that sing from the brake, 
Te larks, that the blue vaulting skim ; 

How the bound o' the heart to your melody wakes, 
'Twa3 your sires that gave musie to him. 

What spirits have ^Varmed wi' his melody, oft 
To be quench'd in the chill o' the world ! 

Or hoisted a banner of manhood aloft, 
That necessity's mandate has furl'd. 



But here let us vow, that whatever may come, 
However our fates may be star'd ; 

Our precepts shall be, those have hallow'd thee, 
Fair land of the Patriot and Bard. 
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At MonliLoii Lliej find 

BONNY BESSY BALLANTEEN. 

Air, " GREEN GROW TUB BASHES." 

If ye 're a lad that langa to see 
The fairest face that e'er was seen ; 

G-ae down to Kyle,— it's worth your while, 
An' speer for Bessy Ballanteen. inquire 

Bonny Bessy Ballanteen, 

Boany Bessy Ballanteen ; 
Many a bonny lasa I 've seen. 

But nane like Bessy Ballanteen. 

Altho' your lassie hao nae fant ; 

Altho' yo've sworn her Beauty's Queen ; 
I '11 wad a plack, ye 'd change yer crack, 9th pari 

Uin ye saw Bessy Ballanteen. {of a fartfdng talk 

Bonny Bessy, &c., 

Mony hearts for you 'ill green, hng 

My bonny Bessy Ballanteen. 

Yet gin ye're tether'd to a stake, 

Gin ye 're a married man I mean ; 
For fear ye'd rue your wedded vow, 

Beware o' Bessy Ballanteen. 
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Bonny Bessy, &o., 

Your wedded love's no worth a preen, pin 
Gia ye saw Bessy Ballantecn. 

But gin ye 're free as man may be, 

A canty birkie, swank an' clean ; merry felhws 
Gae try your luck, my hearty buck, 

The prize is Bessy Ballanteen. 

Bonny Bessy Ballanteen, 

Lovely Bessy Ballanteen ; 
He is in heaven wha is at e'en, 

Wi' bonny Bessy Ballanteen. 
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tli9 Lang Linker meetB an old BweetKearti to wlioni he ma]ics knt 

THE BOUKOCKS O' BARGENY. 



I LErT ye, lassie, blooming fair, 

'Mang the bourocks o' Bargeny ; bowers 
I 've found je oo the banks o' Ayr, 

But sair ye 're altered, Jeanie. 

I left ye 'mang the ■woods sae green, 

In haniely weeds befitting ; ^arh 

I 've found ye buskifc like a queen, dressed 
In painted chaumers sitting. 

I left ye like the wanton lamb, 

That plays 'mang Hadyett's heather ; 

I 've found ye now a sober dame, 
A wife an' eke a mither. 

Ye 're fairer, statelier, I can see, 
Ye 're wiser, nae doubt, Jeanie ; 

But O, I rather met wi' thee, 
'Mang the bourocks o' Bargeny. 
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In Ajr tliuy also pretend to get 

MAEY THAT I WEEE WT THEE. 

It '3 dowie in the hint o' hairst, lone 

At the wa'gang o' the swallow ; 
When the wind grows cauld, the bums grow bauld, 

An' the woods are hinging yellow. 
But 0, it's dowier far. to see, 
The wa'gang o' her the heart gangs wi' ; 
Tho deadset o' a shining e'e, 
That darkens the weary warld on thee. 

There was muckle love atween us twa, 

O, twa could ne'er been fonder ; 
An' the thing on yird, was never made, 

That could hae gart us sunder. 
But the way o' heaven's aboon a' ken, 
An' we maun hear what it likes to sen', 
It's comfort tho' to weary men. 
The warst o' this warld'a waes maun en'. 

There 's mony things that come an' gae, 

Just kent au' just forgotten ; 
The flowers that busk a simmer brao, 

G-in anither year lie rotten. 
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But tlie last look o' that loving e'e, 
The dying grip she gae to me ; 
They 're settled like eternity, 
0, Mary, that I were wi' thee ! 
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Burns is presumed to have written 

DOON REVISITED. 

I HAB friends on Irvine side. 
My heart's in Mauohline town ; 

Yet my spirit hatli a pride 
In the bonny banks o' Doon. 

Tho' the weary wark o' time 

Has altered a' I see ; 
An' the hame, that ance was mine, 

la a fremmit hame to me ; foreign 

Tho' mony a heart lies cauld, 

Would hae warm'd to meet me here ; 

Still thy murmuring, sweet Doon, 
Melts wi' pleasure in mine ear. 

! ye bring the fields an' flowers, 
Where my spirit's growth began ; 

And all the joyous hours 
That built me into man. 

It brings the e'enings mild, 

An' my soul's serenity ; 
Ere my heart's blood started wild, 

To the glance o' woman's e'e. 
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Thy charms are written down, 
On a page that will not blot ; 

For I '11 mind thee, honny Doon, 
Till all but heaven's forgot I 
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After dinner in the "Eirkyard" tliey address 

LINES TO ALLOW AY KTRK. 



Behold, ye -wa's o' Alloway, 

This eurn o' canty carlies ; few 

Wlia 've driven thro' Cunninghani an' Kyle, 

In search of fun an' ferlics. wonders 

It '3 no cause mony a great divine, 

Their lioly words here wair'd ; spent 

That we respect your stane an' lime, 
An' dinner in your yard. 

But Alloway, that night ye were. 

Hell's place o' recreation ; 
Baith heezed an' dignified ye mair, raised 

Than a' your consecration. 

The bit wherd fornicators sat. 

To tide their pastor's bang ; 
Is now forgotten for the spat, 

"Whar Wanny lap an' flang. 

The pu'pifc whar the gude Mess John, 

His wig did weeMy wag ; 
la lightlied for the bunker seat, 

Whar Satan blew his bag. 
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An' what's the-ferley ? Priests an' fools, 

Are geax we've aye a clag o' ; enough of 

But Ooila's son, now in the mools, grave 

Eternity 'ill brag o' I 
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Aaotber of tiio pilgrims from Doonsldo writes to liis 

" LADY LOVE." 

Dear Ann, upon this hallow'd earth. 
That gave the bard o' Ooila birth ; 

I take my pen an' ink, 
A loving line or twa to write, 
And on thia rhyme- inspiring site, 

It eanna miss but cHnk. 
Altho' ye ken I'm little gi'en, 

Your praises to rehearse ; 
An' tho' I be as seldom seen, 

To vent my heart in verse ; 
Yet here, lass, it's queer, lass, 

A thing ye'd scarce suppose ; 
I tell ye, an' fell me, 

I canna make it prose. 

In wrangling wi' the warld, or when 
I'm making fun wi' fanny men, 

Ye 're whyles forgot a wee ; 
But gi'e me half a musing hour. 
Then as the bee flees to the flower, 

So hies my heart to thee. 
We a', iiae doubt, are fasht wi' flaws, troubled 

That shade us frae perfection ; 
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Tlio' some wi' arts, like plaster sa's, salves 

Can smuggle their infection. 
Awa je, foul fa' ye 

Wha wear a painted skin, 
Write chapters o' raptures, 

When a' is cauld within I 

I wiana say, in case I lee, 
That ye 're by far the fairest she 

That e'er was in creation ; 
Nor will I say, in virtue either, 
That a' that's gane, was but a blether, 

To thy immaculation. 
But this I '11 say, because it's true, 

In mind as well as make ; 
Yo 'v6 charms your Edie'a heart, my doo, dove 

To keep as well as take. 
There's mair ways, an' fair ways, 

To take an houest heart. 
Than winkings an' jinkings, 

0' beauty spiced wi' art. 

And tho' atween us, bonny Ann, 
There 's waters, woods, an' muckle Ian', 

In paatiire an' in vittle ; gram 

Tho' day by day 1 'm doom'd to see, 
Fair lassies, wi' a pauky e'e, winning 

Would make a gutoher kittle ; grandsire 
Yet there's a bit 'neath this breast bane, \ticMed 

The dearest portion in 't, 
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Where, fram'd in treasur'd days arc gane, 

Thy image lies in print. 
This shiel'a me, this steels me, 

'Gainst ony ither flame ; 
And renders, a' genders, 

To me the very same. 

0, Annie lass, what would I gi'e. 
To catch the sparkle o' thy e'e 

Amang thae banks an' braes 
Where Coila's bard would aften rove, 
Burning wi' poetry an' lore, 

Or raving o'er his waes. 
Then, as ye sang his sweetest sang, 

Thy voice makes sweeter still ; 
I 'd lay me on the swaird alang, 

An' drink o' joy my fill ; 
0, this, lass, were bliss, lass, 

But as it cauna be; 

Adieu, then, be true, then 

To Edie Ochiltree. 
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They, at eavne place, ara fortunate enough to dieoovcr 

A RECIPE FOR MAKING A SCOTSMAI^. 



If yo would learn the lair that makes 

A cMel baith fier an' fell, man ; sound smart 

Gi'e ear unto the redd o' ane, caution \ivorh 
Wha's dree'd the darg himsel, man. done the 

Gi'e gentle words to gentlefolks, 

An' bow aye to your betters ; 
Keep your ain hand at your ain hank, job 

Nor fash wi fremmit matters, meddle foreign 

In cracking wi' camstairy chiels, qxiarrelsome 

Or dealing wi' the drucken ; 
Ne'er caugle at ilk crabbit word, 

Nor strait till ye be strucken. 

At markets, fairs, or ony part, 

Whar round the yill ia ban'ing ; 
Look like the lave, but in your heart, rest 

Be ye a bargain planning. 

But never bargain at a word, 

I'or either horse or wife, man ; 
Ye may rue the tane a month an' mair. 

An' the tither, a' your life, man. 



.lec.y Google 



160 

Bight caany let your cracks aye be, talk 

But cannier be your bode, man ; hid 

Let caution aye be sib to tbee, akin 
An' reason be tby road, man, 

Sae -will ye soon get gear, an' syne goods 

Te '11 soon get Men's anew, man ; 

For men are like the mice, they rin 

Aye where the girnal's fu', man. garner 
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Dropping over "brawn Cnvrlek hill" into the valley of the Gir 
the Lang Linker bronke forth, 

TO MY NATITE STKATH. 



At last tborc streaks my native Strath, 
Aneath the redd'niug light ; 

0, many a bitter day's gane by 
Since last I saw thia sight. 

An' many a time thy stately trees 
Hae leaf d in the simmer's sun ; 

As aften has November's freeze 
Looa'd a' to the winter win'. 

An' mony a gallant family, 
Since last my howff was here, 

By fortune's fell an' flefcle blasts, 
Been scattered far an' near. 

An' whar are a' the bonny bairns 

I left upon the knee? 
I winna ken them, frae the frem, sA 

Not yet will they ken me. 

The lassie that I lo'ed the first, 
The young thing I lo'ed weel ; 

"Was then a fair bud on yon bank, 
An' span at her mither'a wheel. 
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I thought thee, Jessie, then, my aiii, 

Steve trystit for gude an' a' ; 
But the grapple o' our young hearts, 

The warld likes to scuff awa. sJiovg 

Alas I what stint the tear an' wear, 

O' time to baith haa dune ! 
Yet still thy name comes to my ear. 

Like the sough o' a pleasant tune. 
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Taking a gloamiag walk ho invents 

A BALLAD TO A BAT. 



Thou queer sort o' "bird, or thou beast, 
I'm a brute if I ken whilk's thy tittle ; which is 

"Whar gang ye, when morning cornea east, 
Or how get ye water or vittle ? food 

Thou hast lang been a ferley to me, pu^le 

An' a droll ane as e'er I inspeckit ; 
Hoo's nature deliver'd o' thee ? [hatched 

I say, thing, art thou, kittlit or cleekit ? ham or 

By my soul, it leaks richt like a lee, lie 

For to say that without e'er a feather ; 

A creature should offer to flee. 
On twa or three inches o' leather ! 

The sangster that says, thou art sweet, 
Or rooses thy fashion or featness ; praises 

Maun be blin' as the soles o' his feet, 

Or hae unco queer notions o' neatness, very 

Yet, at e'en, when the flower had its fill, 
0' the dew, an' was gather'd thegither; 

Lying down ou its leaf, salt an' still. 
Like a babe on the breast o' its mither : 



.lec.y Google 



170 

Tien, we aft ha« forgather'd, I trow, met 

When my back 'gainst the birk buss was leaning 

As my e'e rak'd the lift's deep'ning blue, sky's 
In search o' the sweet star o' e'eniug. 

For its glint tauld my ain kindly Kate, 
Her laddie was doon in the planting ; 

Sae I lov'd thee, as ain lo'es the freet, omm 

That proffers the weather they 're wanting. 

It 's no aye the love warst to bear, 

That sticks in the bosom the strongest ; 

It 's no aye the gaudiest gear, 

That lives in the memory the longest. 

Sae be ye a bird, or a beast, 

Still wi' dearest o' days I maun mate ye ; 
An' thy Sitter's aye welcome to me, 

For it min's me o' Jangsyne an' Katie. 
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' o' the TiowM Smugglers " tlint oQoe 
sings tliein tbree soage, 

THE GAUGER. 

Air, "nancy dawsoh." 

The ganger he's gane owre the hill, 

Wi' his horn an' his quill, 

Will ye wad wi' me a gill, wayer 

The gauger he '11 come back, man ? 
He 'b howkit thraives o' Irish bags, diig up 

He 's herrit coves o' brandy cags, plundered 

There 's hunners 'tween the Loch an' Largs, 

Oonld see him on a rack, man. 

He cost McQaeen a browst o' yiU, 
He brak Pate Simpson's whiskey still, 
It 's awfu an' nnkent the Ul, 

This warlokin has wrought, man ; 
He gars McMaster keep outowre. 
His billy keeps a iseventy-four, 
He 'a coft his killing ten times owre, iought 

He '11 get what ho has coft, man ! 

Nae stream can brook a constant spate, 

The dourest things maun hae a date, stoutest 

An' dogs wha hae a country's hate, 
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Should redd weel wha they bart at ; mind 
Pate Simpson, he 's begun to ban, 
An' Patrick has a lang Queen Ann, 
Noo, Lord hae mercy on the man, 

That Patrick taka a mark at I 
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THE LADS Off LENDALFIT. 



" The boat ridea south o' Ailsa craig, 

In the doupin' o' the night ; dropping 

There 's thretty men at Lcndalfit, 
To mak' her burden light, 

" There 's thretty naigs in Hazelholm, 
Wi' the halter on their head ; 
"Will cagd't this night, ayont yon height, pack it 
Gif wind an' water speed. 

" Fy reek ye out the pat an' spit, get 

I'or the roast but an' the boil ; 
For wave-worn wight, it is nae meet. 
Spare feeding an' sair toiL" 

" 0, Mnngo, ye Ve a cx>sey bield, hou.se 

Wi' ^ butt ay an' a ben ; kitchen hall 
Can ye no hve a lawfu' life, 

An' ligg wi' lawfu' men ?" league 

" Gae hlaw your wind aneth your pat, 
It's blavrn awa' on me; 
For, bag an' bark shall he my wark, 
Until the day I dee. 
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" Mann I hand by oi;r liameart gudse, 
An' foreign gear sae iine ? 
Maun I drink o' the water wan, 
An' Prance sae rife o' wine ? 

" I wouldna wrang an honest man, 
The worth o' a siller croon ; 
I couldna hurt a yirthly thing, 
Except a ganger loon. 

" I '11 underlie a' rightfu' law, 

That pairs wi' heaven's decree ; 

But acts an' deeds o' wicked men, 

Shall ne'er get grace frae me. 

" 0, weel I like to see thee, Kate, 
"Wi' the baimie on thy knee ; 
Bnt my heart is noo, wi' yon gallant crew, 
That drive thro' the angry sea. 

" The jauping wet, the stentit sheet, 
The sou- west's stiffest gowl ; 
On a moonless night, if the timmer's tight. 
Arc the joys o' a smuggler's sowl I" 
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TPIE EOVEE O' LOCHEYAN. 



The Eover o' Lochiyan he's gane, 

Wi' his merry men aae brave ; 
Their hearts are o' the steel, and a better keel, 

ICe'er bowl'd o'er the back o' a wave. 

It's no when the loch, it lies dead in its trough, 

When naething disturbs it ava ; 
But the rack an' the ride, o' the restless tide, 

An' the splash o' the grey sea-maw. 



It 's no when the yawl an' the light skiffs crawl 

Owre the breast o' the siller sea ; 
That I look to the west, for the bark I lo'e best, 

An' the Eover that's dear to me. 

But when that the clud, lays its cheek to the flud, 
An' the sea lays its shonther to the shore ; 

When the wind, sings heigh, an' the sea whaups 
screech. 
As they rise fraethe deafening roar. 

It 's then that I look, thro' the thickening rook. 

An' watch by the midnight tide ; 
I ken the wind brings my Eover hame, 

And the sea that he glories to ride. 
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Merrily tie stands 'mang his jovial crew, 
Wi' the helm heft in his hand ; 

Ail' he sings aloud, to bis boys in blue, 
As his e'e's'iipon Galloway's land. 

" TJnstent and slack, each reef and tack, 

Gi'e her sail, boys, while it may sit ; 

She has roar'd thro' a heavier sea afore, 

And she 'II roar thro' a h 



" When landsmen drouae, or trembling, rouse, 
To the tempest's angry moan ; 
"We dash thro' the drift, an' sing to the lift 
0' the wave that heaves us on. 

" It 'a braw, boys, to see, the morn's blyth e'e. 
When the night's been dark an' drear ; 
But it's better far to lie, wi' our atorm locks dry. 
In the bosom o' her that is dear. 

" Gri'e her sail, gi'e her sail, till she buries her wale, 
Gi'e her sail, boys, while it may sit; 
She has roar'd thro' a heavier sea afore, 
And she 'U roar thro' a heavier yet !" 
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FAEEWELL TO TIIE LAUD OF BDBNS. 



I HAVE said, fare thee well, before, 

As I look'd, with mine eyelid wet, 
Upon scenes where my heart had a store ; 

And those plants of the spirit were set 
That we cannot uproot, or forget. 

And I've felt as the dark mountain's brow 
Had it written in letters of jet, 

" Eternity severs us now," 

And I feel that, " for ever," begun, 

Fair land as I gaze tipon thee ; 
No more shall that " sweet setting sun " 

Illumine those valleys for me ! 
Yet bright may your blossoming be, 

And soft be the gush o' your streams ; 
1 oft in my slumbers will ye 

Be the land o' my loveliest dreams. 

The lemerabranee of thee will not wear, 
Like the mist on the mountains, away • 

Or, as templea that grandeur will rear, 
To glitter and glance for a day ; 
9 
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But like towers are embedded for aye, 
It shall stand on the top o' my heart, 

And o'er my fond fancy hold sway, 
While memory her pleasures impart. 
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LIKES ON LEAVING- SCOTLAND. 

If there be aught on earth that can o'errule 

A settled soul, to apathy akin, 
Gushing it o'er the edging of that pool, 

The withering world hath dried and dam'd it in, 

It is the bowering woods, the pleasant din 
Of waters where our infancy was spent, 

Ere the fresh spirit took the tint of sio, 
Ere care had made a vassal of content, 
But all waa pure as Adam's first intent. 

Ten years have deck'd and desolated thee, 

Hath shrunk thee in, or swollen thee o'er thy meads 
Since last I beat thy pools, in boyhood's glee. 

Clear sleeping in thy vale, like crystal beads ; 

While the live waters, like to silver threads, 
Seem'd stringing all together ; yet when I 

Would think of flowers have beautified the weeds 
That I have wander'd over, thou art nigh, 
With all thy glories waving in mine eye. 

My memory hath of thee a faithful chart, 
And, with the waning winter, never ceas'd 
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To bear me, wbere yon hillock stands apart, 
Holding its shoulder to the cold nor-east. 
Making the blast o'erleap its sheltering breast, 

'Till April's lovely family are seen, 

Griving the weary aense its earliest feast, 

Of scented yellow, and refreshing green. 

Spring's pleasant pledge of summer's finish'd scene. 

"We left thee, like the Patriarchs of old, 
A family with all our stock and store, 

Hoping as man will hope still, to behold, 
A spot where we might fix and fasten more, 
A wider cable and a sheltering shore ; 

But there arose a tempest, and it blew 

Till our best holds were broke and overbore, 

And he, the noble helmsman of the crew, 

The father of our life and love it slew, 

! I have mourn'd profusely o'er the dead, 
And wish'd that they were back, or I away, 

But thy departure, father, was the head, 
The chief of all my sorrows to that day, 
Thou wert my spirit's propping and its stay, 

Thy path was aye the pathway of the just, 
And all thy principles so purely lay, 

Within the founts of honor, truth, and trust, 

That I will write above thy 'honoured dust ; 

Father, if thou hast not the rest. 
Eternal heaven hath named the best. 
There 's not a living man on earth, 
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Wiio knew thy virtuea and thy worth, 
But what would say, with all their hearts, 
" Ainslie, thou hast not thy deserts." 

I might have been a something in this land, 
Nor penury on my name had put its blot, 

Had roguery but beeu scantier, or this hand 
Held, crab-like, by the grapple that it got. 
But I was cold, when villany was hot, 

And 30 it went. But with it did I throw 
The watery, wistful look, that those who dote 

Gift unto each at parting 7 Truly no, — 

I spoke without a 'sigh, and bade it go. 

Youth, health, and strength, were yet within the cup, 
And spirits of a height no hand might crop, 

All well priz'd items, in my summing up, 
What this world hath to give, and liar hope. 
Held to my fancy's growth her slippery prop 

And told me, with a wanton's wiling then. 
How poorer ones had struggl'd to the cope 

Of this world's wealth and honors; this was plain — 

I was a man, it hadbeen done by men. 

Yet, sooth, I had no stomach for the heights, 
Those pinnacles eternal in the beam. 

My eye was on a valley spot, whose lights 
Are tatter'd with the trees, and rather seem 
A hiding place, where inward blessings teem, 

Hanker, than outward flourishing ; a nest 
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Where a quiet soul miglit hatch its harmless dream 
Far from the world, -whose doinga at the best, 
Despoil the bosom's peace, the spirits rest. 

I girt me for this travel, but alas 1 
I found that there were giants in the way, 

And truth, old atnbborn truth, rose in my face, 
Telling me in the vaunt of my essay, 
"Good lad, thou art not harnessed for this fray," 

I might have braving courage, quite enough, 
Bnt lack'd that prudence, inches day by day, 

Sly sentinel discretion, and the stuff 

That plods away, regardless of rebuff. 

A stubborn iron pride that could not stoop, 

And wag and wave like willow to the breath 
Of those whose word is wealth — then, at a swoop 

This gave my sickly hopes a sudden death, 

Bailding a tall partition in my path. 
That I to sap or scale was all unfit ; 

So, failures oft repeated grow to faith, 
On each new struggle, this old truth was writ, 
"This is no world for thee, nor thou for it." 

Nor stand I single, there is joy in that, 
Misrule hath sicken'd many would be free. 

And curs'd corruption, with her brood, bath sat 
A jury upon worth, and doth decree — 
This is no land for honesty to be. 

It boils the blood to see what villains dare. 
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How shade, by shade, they darken slavery, 
But hush, there is a balm to our despair, 
A word of hope — "There is a world elsewhere." 

Columbia, thou refuge, thou Canaan, 

Unto our house of bondage ! Yon red light 

That now is dying on our western main. 
Leaving us in the groppings of the night, 
Is gushing on thy shores a morning bright ; 

No foggy glimmer, no autumnal haae. 

That looks of heaviness, and breathes of blight, 

Eat that wide heavenful of unflecker'd blaze. 

That prophesies a long, long, term of glorious days. 

I see thee like a giant in his teens. 

Thy ponderous sinews stiffening to a pitch 

Might make the nations tremble, but, thou beams 
From eyes, in liberty and honor rich, 
A smile declares that battle's not thy itch. 

Yet woe to him who maddens thee to take 

Thy aword, and leave the mattock in the ditch ; 

Thy infant brawl hath made our world awake, 

And thy old tyrant mother, quail and quake. 

Come then, ye tribe, ye clansmen o' my heart. 
Let's launch ua with our souls for freedom's shore ; 

Tho' we have ties to cut, the' we must part 
With friends, will make the inmost bosom sore, 
And scenes that twine like ivy, round its core ; 

What ! shall a son of ours in shackles lie, 
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Slave to a reptile that our souls abhor ? 
Awayl while freedom lights a corner with his eye 
I will be there, tho' it were but to die I 

We wrangle not for Mammon's dignity 

Nor windy honors, that in titles lie ; 
The soil shall be our bullion, boys, and we 

AVill coin ua comforts from it, that shall buy 

Heart's ease, and that bright varnish for the eye 
They cannot sell us here — Fy on the art 

That mounta a mocking smile upon a sigh ! 
Give me that commerce where the mind's a mart, 
Where the glad eye hath dealings with the heart. 

! for a cot whose threshold takes the sun, 
When day is deepening into the dechne ; 

Back'd by a wooded mguntain, towering dun. 
And fronted by a meadow that is mine, 
Crown'd with the oak, and whisker'd with the vine. 

Then, where an infant river sings, and plays, 
Its sweetest to the twilight, I'd recline, 

And on my native melody, I'd raise 

A song to Heaven of gratitude and praise I 

And is this all I wish, or hope to find ? 
No, to the sunrise often would I look ; 

Longing to welcome those I left behind ; 
In sooth, I cannot, like the selfish rook, 
Mutter, and munch my morsel in a nook ; 

But could I raise a gathering song, would bring 



.lec.y Google 



186 

All the fond hearts are written in the book 
Of my affections. — Heavens, how I'd. sing 
Till Susquehanna's echoes all should ring I 

And I have many a vow, and many a hand, 

The knot of friendship, love's devoted pledge. 
That there shall come the essence of this land, 
All that I love it for. Then let the rage 
Of party madden, or, let it assuage, 
It boots not, my heart's cargo is ashore, 
And thou, companion of our pilgrimage, 
Oome, tho' the breast may heave, the eye run o'er 
We must not part as those who meet no more. 
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FAREWELL TO MY BRITHER JOCK. 



The judgment's best decree, Jock, 

Aft banishes tlie lieart ; 
Sae, hath it far'd wi' me, Jock, 

For thou aa' I manii part. 

O, ye are ane o' twa, Jock, 

That I can wee! ca' brither, 
When the sauVs strong outs an' ias, Jock, 

Clink fine with ane anither. 

I Ve ha'en mony canty days, Jock, 

An' merry nights wi' thee ; 
Wi' storms o' witty fan, Jock, 

An' spates o' barley bree ! fiooda 

Tho' noo in parting grief, Jock, 

I wriog thee by the hand, 
I hope we yet shall meet, Jock, 

Within a better land. 

Then, I'll brew a browst for thee, Jock, 

Will kill thy cankers a'. 
An' I'll redd room for thee, Jock, cfear 

Or else ray mailin's sma'. farm 
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While the billy o' our heart, Joct, Irother 

That saol o' the right breeds 
Shall match wi' me, an' we shall be, 

Three canty carles indeed ; merry lads 

Sjne we will twine a bower, Jock, 

O' the forest's living boughs. 
An' baptize 't in our joy, Jock, 

The Pilgrim's Repose. 
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THE PIONEER. 

Sphikg awakens the wilds of the west, 

Gruff winter has ceased his roar, 
I'or the green leaf bath hurst the hnd 

Of onr white-lirab'd sycamore. 

And fairest of wood flowere blow, 

Where prowls the sly raccoon, 
And the sumac hath trim'd its bough 

In the glass of the clear lagoon. 

There 's a sound in the upper air, 

The rush of a thousand wings, 
'Tis our brave si^mmer bird he's away 

"With his songs to the northland springs. 

And hark I 'tis the cheer of our bold pioneer, 

He 's away in our venturesome van, 
He is bluff, he is rough, but he's made of the stuff 

That 's widening the world for man. 

Free and fearless he treads, thro' prairies and glades, 

His face to the set of the aun. 
The red man and brute may hia passage dispute, 

But hia charter's his axe and his gun. 
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Far, far from hia home, where wild buffaloes roam, 

See his crackUng eamp-iire shine, 
"While he halloos aloud to the forest and flood, 
" This slice of the world it is mine !" 

let thirty long years, with their comforts and cares 
Pass, as thousands have passed before, 

Then as evening sets in, let us eye him again 
As he sits by his cottage door. 

There are deep furrows now, in that cheek and that 
brow, 

Still he's stalwart, .stout, and hale, 
By his side take a rest — he is proud of a guest 

And list to a squatter's tale. 

" The first time I plodded this plain, 
I was six feet and rising of twenty, 
Being raised on the mountains of Maine 
Ye may guess that the boy wasn't dainty. 

" My neighbours — then wild cat and bear, 
"Were brutish and sometimes uncivil. 
But my sleeping companion old Tear 
He fear'd neither bull, bear, or devil. 

" On the ground floor old Tear and I fix'd. 
We'd the ' might is right ' title to take it, 
The squirrels and coons had the next, 
The turkeys they rented the attic. 
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" "We had room in our lodge, ye'll 

It was airy tho' none of the cleanest 
The rafters were sturdy old boughs, 
"Well shingl'd with leaves of the 



" Our summer arrangements got thro', 
I began for to think of December's ; 
3o some jolly old settlers I slew, 

And penn'd in a patch with their members. 

" "We'd com soon, and deer came in flocks, 
I was carpenter, farmer, and hunter ; 
So when old Johnny Prost shook his locks, 
"We'd a cabin to keep out the winter, 

" Soon movers came tumbling in, 

And squatted without e'er a 'thank ye;' 
"Well, Tear and I thought it no sin, 
To be swapping a bear for a Yankee. 

" Ye '11 guess then the trunk and the limb 

Of our forest Goliahs got shattered ; 

And daylight look'd bloody and grim. 

As they blaz'd and their ashea we scatter'd. 

" While cabin and com crib arose, 
Like tents of the mighty invader ; 
And craftsmen came following close, 
With preacher, and doctor, and trader. 
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" Then clubbing the raeana and the mind, 
Togetlier all pulling and drawing ; 
A lively young creelc we eonfin'd, 
And set it to grinding and sawing. 

" Frame fabrics tlien rose in a twink, 
For stores and for matters domestic ; 
"We 'd one temple for talk and for drink, 
Another for things ecclesiastic. 

" Thus chopping and cropping ahead, 
Continually scratching and scheming ; 
What a gash in the forest we Ve made 1 

While drones are a drowsing and dreaming. 



"Onr youngsters, too, rise in the rante, 
Ourselves we grow bigger and bigger ; 
I 've got shares in your railroads and banks, 
And a seat in the State Legislature," 
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THE KEBBOCK, THE CAKE, AW 

COG. 



Theee 'a fan in your frolics, an' Thanksgiviog Day 
Is famous for feeding an' great in its way ; 
But gie me the Ian' whar auld plays are in vogue, 
An' the cake an' the kebbock gaes down wi' a cog. 

Your Frenchman can kick ye a neat pas de deux, 
Yonr Dutchman can waltz it an' booze himself fa'; 
But gic mo a fling in the kilt an' the brogue 
While the cake an' the kebbock gaes down wi' a cog. 

Your bridals by bishops look stately an' line, 
But they 're mocka to our weddings o' canty langsyne, 
"Whan the bride's brimming bowl set the birkies agog, 
An' the cake an' the kebbock gaed down wi' a cog. 

Then here 's to the Ian' o' the butter an' brose. 
An' here's to the Ian' o' the kilt an' the hose, 
Whar the reel an' strathspey gies the spirit a jog. 
An' here's to the Kebbock, the Cake, an' the Cog. 
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A MORNING WAKE UP. 

The morning star is liidden 
In the dawing's ruddy flake. 

An' the laverock has hidden 
His raorry mates awake. 

Then up, the lamb has shaken 
His fleece an' ta'en the knowes ; 

An' soi^nds o' gladness waken 
Ifrae heights an' hazel howea. 

Come, see the bumie keeking 
Thro' houghs o' blooming thorn. 

See merry May unsteeking 
Her beauties to the morn. 

Come, while the leaf is laden 
Wi' gems that brightly glow, 

For ah I they 're quickly fadin'. 
Like a' that 's fair below. 
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^iire in spirit, bul cut io the heart by the pure in blood, she died of 
wound.] 

It was not well, sweet Eosabell, 

It was not well f jr theo, 
"When the English rose for a heart-mate chose 

A flower of the forest free. 

The golden tinge, thy eyelids fringe 

Tell of thy mother's race ; 
The crimson glow, the noble brow 

The father's in thy face. 

Fresh in all woman's loveliness, 

A ban is on thy bir:h, 
Thy dawn's o'ercast, alaa thon hast 

No kindred on earth I 

I see it in thy shuddorings, 

The flush, the blush, the start, 
The death-worm's on thee, Soaabell, 

The canker's at thy heart. 

Sweet Eosabell, it was not well, 

It was not well for thee ; 
When the English rose for a heart-mate chose 

A flower of the forest free. 
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TO A FAIR FOREST BUD ON" HEU 
WISHING TO FLOURISH IN TOWN". 

TiiB garden hatk its blossoms rare, 

With many a cultur'd gem ; 
But forests have their flowers as fair, 

And thou art one of them. 

Here bnds reoeive the dews of eve, 

Thro' purer, sweeter air. 
Than when the breeze thro' tainted trees 

Playa round the gay parterre. 

Then keep the shade, my pretty maid, 

Nor tempt the unclouded blaze. 
For wither'd bowers, and wilted flowers. 

Are found in July's blaze. 
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BUCKWHEAT PAl^OAKES. 

Whoe'er he was had wit, or luck, 
To take this victual of the buck, 
And put it to the use of man, 

! noblest product of the pan ! 
Deserves to have hia lucky name. 
Stuck ita the premises of Tame ; 

There let it blaze, with huck to bound it, 
And flourishes of cake around it. 

I'd question him who's had a stuff 
Of cakes till he's cried "hold, enough," 
Where is the track, whate'er ye call it, 
That slips so sweetly o'er the palate? 
Or where's the broil, the boil, the sop. 
That sits so lightly on the crop ? 
Ye Gourmand gods I whoe'er ye are, 
Oh, listen to your votary's prayer ; 
Give me, when from her eastern gate 
The morning issues pale and late, 

1 mean when days are sour and short, 
And feeding fun is fittest sport ; 

Oh, give me then, when I awake, 
To sauff the savor of the calce ; 
To spy ye thro' the greasy fog. 
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Like pretty toadstools on a log ; 
Hissing and singing out by fits, 
And dimpling into little pits; 
Until, Ob, rare ! ye take at last, 
A chestnut-pale mulatto cast. 
Then, then behold ye on the plate, 
Piled up in savory smoking state I 
Alternating with layers of butter, 
Drench 'd in molasses, till a gutter 
Of sauce surrounds ye I — ye gods, 
Or godlings in your bright abodes, 
Or Payniras in your bower of bliss, 
Say— 
Is aught in paradise like this? 
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MAY COLZEAN. 



The fause Sir John a wooing came, 

To a maid of beauty rare ; 
Fair May Colzean was the maiden's name, 

Lord Cassills' only heir. 

-He 's woo'd her butt, he 's woo'd her ben, 

He woo'd her in the ha', 
Till our bonny fair maid at last has said 
She'd mount an' ride awa. 

She 's mounted on a milt -white steed, 

Sir John on a dapple grey ; 
An' wi' "wilie word he cheer'd the road, 

Till they came to the raging sea. 

Till they came to a girt an' gruesome roci:, 
'Twas frightsome for to see ; 
" Light down, light down, fair May Colzean, 
Your bridal bed to see." 

" Cast off, cast off, now May Colzean, 
Your hood an' silken gown ; 
For they 're owre rare and costly gear, 
To rot in the salt sea, foam. 
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"Cast off, cast off, my May Colzean, 
They pearls an' jewelrie ; 
Por they 're owre rare an' costly ware, 
To be rusting aneath the sea " 

"0, turn about, thou fause Sir John, 
G-ae turn your hack on me ; 
For a belted knight it is not right 
A naked maiden to see," 

He 's turned him right an' round about, 

Nae dread or fear had he ; 
Sae awift as the win' fair May Colzean 
Has plunged him in the sea. 
" Now ]y ye there, thou fause Sir John, 
Whar ye thought to laid me." 

" help, help, my May Colzean, 
Take pity upon me; 
I'll take you home to your father's ha's 
"Wi' your weight in jewelrie." 

"Nae help, nae help, thou fause Sir John, 
Nae help expect frae me, 
For seven bra brides thou 'st drowned here, 
But the eighth I shall not be." 

She 's mounted on her milk-white steed, 

Sae lightsome an' sae gay ; 
And she 's come hame to her father's tower, 

Lang ere the break o' day. 
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Up theu spak her pretty parrot, 
" Where has May Oolzean been? 
An' what become of the bold Sir John, 
That woo'd ye sae late yestreen ?" 

" 0, hold thy tongue, my pretty parrot, 
An' dinna talk sae loud ; 
Your cup shall be o' the sandal tree, 
Your cage o' the beaten goud," 

Up then spak the Earl himsel, 
In the chamber where he lay; 
" What aiis May Colzean's bonny bird. 
To talk sae lang ere day?" 

" There came a cat to my cag door, 
A' for to worry me ; 
An' I cried on my May Colzean, 
To kill the cat for me !" 
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The boat rides sontli o' Ailaa craig, 

In tlie flonpin' o' the nigtt; 
There's thretty men at Lcndalfit, 

To mall her burden light. 

Thei'e'a tlirettj' naiga at Hazel-holm, 

Wi' tha halter on their head ; 
Will oug3't this night, ajont yon hsight^ 

GiE.wind rm' water speed. 

Lendalfit. is, or rather was, a smnlt smuggler's houff or claeliaii 
(that is hamlet), siturtted midway batwist the towns of Girvan and 
Balla trae at the mouth t± a small mounti n stream called tie 
Lendil and to tie so tU of t Etanna tl l. hill Bennane head 
bounding the Bay of BtlKnt ie It is says P terson m h a 
history of the county of Ayr a hold and rocky p ecipice ri&mg 
two hundrelfeet lb 7e tho level of ihe sen w! eh t overhangs and 
whicl at that point, di mg o te ly gales rages and hoih in a. 
fearful manner At its bise tiera 3 1 emirLahla oavein It 
extet ds into the ro k mo e than a huudied feet, anl is thirty feet 
h h anl twenty feet « la In old times tha save 11 ae strongly 
defended hy a ^i t ot ride masonri flya feet thicli portions of 
wh di still reaiTin It s 1 e d I1 impossihle to fo m an opimon 
aa to the pmpose fjr nUich thib 1 de piece of strength has been 
intended." If tha " Lads o' Lendallil," and the "Boys o' Ballantrae," 
were equally ignorant as t<f tha purpose for which this piece of 
strength was first hailt, they knew well to what has© uses it was put 
in thcif day and generation. 

The emugglera on that coast and all along the Carrick'ahoi-o, wero 
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a veiy fonnidable body of men in those iJaya, that is fl-om the ITnioH 
until about the end of the last century. " Large vessels, then called 
Backers, lugger-rigged, carrying twenty and somefjmes thirty gnns, 
were in the habit of landing their cargoes in the Bay of Ballantrae, 
while a tuadred IJatoweis, some of them aimed with outiaea and 
pistol, might be seen waiting with Ihefi' horses ready to receive them, 
and to convoy the goods by uofrequented paths through the conntry, 
and even to Glasgow and Edinburgh. Many aeei'et holes, recepta- 
cles for contraband goods, still exist, in the formation of which 
much skill and cunning was shown." 

One of these IJntowers, or land amugglera, is well described by 
Pateraon ; and a " Laureate of the Hills," referring to the prevalence 
of smuggling in AyrsMre, says, " a gi'eat many Lairdships were 
then in existence, the proprietors of which almost to a raan were 
associated for the purpose of eai'rying on a contraband Ijade. From 
'oeality as woU as union, they lived beyond the reach or fear of the 
law. The Laird of Sehang was a noted member of that confede- 
Kicy. He possessed groat strength and courage ; so much so, that 
be was popularly awaiiied the ei-edit of being not only superior to 
all hb mortal enenaios, but to have actually overcome the great 
enemy of mankind bunself. Like most people of his kidney, Sehang 
could make money, but never acquired tbe knack of keeping it. He 
was Gotnetimes, iu consequence, sadly embarrassed. At a particular 
crisis of his monetaiy affairs, the Devil, who seoins to have been oon- 
siderable of a Jew in his way, appeared to Scliang, and agreed to 
supply the needful upon the terms usaal in such cases. 
■' Says Cloot, here's plenty if yo 'II !;niig, 
On Bio a diiy, 

"Wi' me to ory place I please, 

Now J!^ your wriats, the red bluiJ gi'es, 

This is a place where nae ane aees; 

Here, sign ja\n name, 
Sohang sajs, 111 d"'t as IhsL as pease, 

An' sijined liis name. 
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Prom henceforth Sehang, aa oui" upland poet goes on to relnte— 

"Ilad go«d in every Iian' 
An' every thing he did deman'; 
He didnft min' how tima was gaun, 
Time (lidna ait, 

Auld Cloot met Sehang tie morn ere dawn, 
Says jc maun fiit. " 

The dauntless smuggler, however, peremptorily refused to obey 
the summons. Dramng a circle round him with his sword, without 
iavoking eitJier saint or scripture, he fearlessly entered into single 
combat with his pandemonian mnjesty, and fairly beat him off the 
field. The engagement is thus ciccumstanljally doscribed by the 
s laureate of Uie hills. 

"The Devil wi' his eloveii fit. 
Thought Sohacg out o'er the ving t<i kick ; 
But his sharp sword it made the slit 



" The De'il around his tail did fling, 
Upon its top there waa a, stins 
But clean out thro't Schaujifa sword did ci 

It waa nae fiddle, 
Twas lying loopit lihe a string, 

Cut thro' the middle. 

"Auld Clootie ehow'd his horrid horns, 
And bn,itli their points at Sohaug he formf 
Bnt Scliang their strength or points he aoi 

The ■vietory boded, 
lie eut them off like twn green oorna, 

TlieDeTil'sBnodded. 
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"Then Oloot he spread his twa blaoJi wings, ■ 
And frae his moutli the bine fire flings ; 
For Yiotory he londlj singft, 

He's perfect mad; 
Sehang's sword frae shon'dar haitli them briags, 

Down wi' a daud. 

"Then. Clootie gae a horrid lioodil 
An' Soharg, nao diSiibf, was fear'd enoiigii, 
But hit liim hai'd across the moutli 
Wi' his sharp steel, 
He turabl'd back out owre the cleugb, 

Schang nail'd the De'tl." 

I was not born onrly enough to sea this fomiidable maafer of fenee 
in the body, hut I have often passed the eaim where, after all his 
vietorie.s both over men and devil, he " brack's neck bane." 

When, with some other boys from Girvan side, I attended llie 
parochial school of BallHiitra.e, there was still a consitleiahla remnant 
of those bold smugglers alive, altho' most of thera were on the 
veteittn list; and it is not to be wondered at that their wild yarns 
more stirred our blood, than the quiet sober ploughman and shepherd 
tales we had listened to at home. Sorry indeed were we to learn that 
the cursed "King's Cutters" and fhe "Lubberly Land Sharks" had 
desljoyedtheuobio occnpaljon of the braw Free Traders, taming them 
down into sober fishermen, or giving them berths in his Majesty's 

The most interesting to us boys, of those mariners, vnis auld Rob 
Forgte, Rob had, in the gude auld times, kept an ale-house by the 
Bennane Craig, where he had long offiiaated m the double (.'apacily of 
landlord and sentinel for the "Boys o' Ballranti'ae" or Iho "Lads o' 
Lendalfit," hoialing a sheet by daylight, or blazing a whin bush by 
night, if any,of tJie sharks were about. 

One gallant crew j)f sevSn hi'etluen, the big Coultara, seemed to 
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have been liis especial pets, and much he told us of tlieir wild nnd 
reckless exploits. One of them oceun'ed iiiHis own howff. 

They had, he sdd, made a fine clean ran, had got all tlio goods 
snugly stowed away, and di'eadiug no danger, were taking a refresh- 
ing booze, and, of course, "getting fu an' unco happy." Roh tooi 
who ought to have been on the watch, had, in the joy of his heart, 
joined the social corps, whenlol as the night was near its deepest and 
the seven brethren were near fheir highest, the house was suddenly 
Burcoanded by a pvesa-gang of thirteen men, and the Boys sum- 
moned to sunender. 

This was a stnnnei- ; and what made the matter still worse, they 
had lent the Lintowers all their defensive weapons. " Surrender,' 
however, was no word for a living Coultat to obey. A brief council 
of war was lield, and Roh was sent to inform the captain of the 
gang, that if he wanted the Boys, he mnst come in and cai'ry them 
out, as, "puir lads, they war owrefargaen to stagger ayont the hallan." 
Meantime Hughie, the tallest, stoutest, and coolest of the crew, had 
ordered his brethren and Rob to squat down on the fioor and trip 
and choke the men as they staggered in, while he, seizing the big 
cJJie griddle for a shield, and a brandy boifle for a weapon, stationed 
himself near the entrance. The door by fhe captdn's order was soon 
foreed, and the &at two that entered abreast were floored or rather 
crushed to the ground by blows from the bottom of the bottle, wluoh, 
worked by the ponderous aim of Hughie, fell upon them like a 
sledge-hammer. On, on they came, staggering and reeling in the 
dark over their fallen companions, not one of fhem, however, escaping 
a flooring and a taste from Hnghie's bottle. All but the captain liad 
now entered, and had b6en properly secured by the brethren ; and he, 
seehig how matters went, stood hesitating at a little distanue from 
the door, when Hughie, who could throw a missile with the precision 
of a pistol-shot, hurled the bottle at his head and bronght liim down 
like a bullock. 

"Sic a sight as this," cried old Rob, "was never seen afore or 
since at the Bennane Ci'aigs. Tliirteen big men o' war lied up onmy 
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change house floor, lilte sheep going to he smeared. O Hiighii? 
Hnghie, ye'ro a bi'nw boy 1" 

As there were'no lives lost, altho' considerable blood had been 
spilt, the affaii- ended much ploasanter than could have been expected. 
The wounded were washed and salved, while the stupified and 
stutmed were revived and refreshed with brandy. Indeed, according 
to Rob's account, most of them, and psrticiilaily tJie captain of ihe 
gang, suffered as much from the internal application of the bottle as 
:&om tiie external. 

In the morning, our brave Captain Hugh and his brethren without 
ransom shipped their prisoners for the King's Cutter, which was 
lying in the offlng, expecting no doubt a goodly haul from Rob's 
howff; Hugh at (he same time sending a note to their Capfann, 
thanliing Mm kindly for the very respectable and gallant delegation 
he liad honored him with ; that he had givea the gang a night's lodg- 
ing and entertainment ; treated them to a boUle apiece ; and concluded 
by trusting they might ever continue to be a credit to lum and an 
honor to their countiy. 

The Bennane Craig is likewise famed as being the precipice where 
in the ballad of "MayCoizean," the "Fause Sir John" disposed of Ma 
bonny biidcs. It is on the north comer of the Crag, whei'e the spot 
is pointed out tiiat the ladies had to undress before leaping. Bums, 
in attempting to locate the ancient ballads and songs of Scotland, 
seems to think that Ayrshire can only lay claim to "Johnny Fa," 
but surely May Colzean localizes itself sufficiently. The Canick 
version is also different from any I have met with in any other part 
of Scotland, and as I have never seen it in piint, I have ^ven it in 
the text ftom memory. 



There is another old song, "The Tod in tiie Fauld," which Ayrshire 
I think may justly claim, as the Garlock glen which "the bonny fair 
May" advises tlio " merry young men " to ride up, lies in the pariah 
of Ballantrao. It formerly belonged to the Lords of Bargany, I 
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learnt it from a fair railk-raaid, on the banks of Hie Girvan, and as I 
Dover saw or heard it anywhere else, I tmiiBcribe it here from the 
aforesaid reoorf, 

THE TOD IN" THE ITAULD. 



Sweet ainga tlie blnckbird frae the buse, 

The lintwlute frnetlie kuowes; 
Bnt ne'er lot young thing after dark, 

Sing looa, loud wi' bar jowee. 

There was a troop o' merry yonng men, 

A riding the road along; 
An' ame o' them has ridden asi^e. 

An' awft to the bughts he's gane. 

" 0, this is a mbty night, fiiir maid, 
An' I hae ridden astray ; 
Won'd ye be aae tin' to a merry young mfln, 
As to set him again on his way." 

" Ye may ride \ip the Garlook glen, 
Tonr steed's both stout flc' strong ; 
But out o' the yowe bright I mnnnn gang; 
For foai" that ya do ma wrang." 

He 's ta'en liar by the waist aae sma', 
An' by the gi-ass green sleeve ; 

He 'e lifted her outowre the bught yett, 
An' ne'er epeered the bonny Jassy's leave, 

"Rise up, rise up, young man," she says, 
" Rise up an' get ye gone ; 
Do ye no see your milk-white steed 
Eats a' the poor man's corn ! 
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",Ciet up, get up, yonog man," she eajs, 
" Get up, for we maun part ; 
I 'ye gane liame ia weary eiokaesa aft. 
But ne'er wi' a heavy heapli" 

"I ba'e n ring on this finger, 

It 'b a' goud but the etane ; 

An' I'll gie it to the poor man. 

To let jny ateed eat on." 

"^There lies a love neatli tliis breast bane. 
As warm as weel may be ; 
An' I '11 gl'e it to my fair May, 
To dry her trapping <i'e." 

It 'b alowly, alowly, gaed she ham^ 

An' dowie was her sang ; 
But a' that e'er her father said, 

"Was, "daughter, ye 'to tarried la- g," 

0, it's a dark aa' a miety night. 

Ye may gang out aji' see ; 
The lambs an' the yowes, thay etipt owro the 

An' wou'd iia biigiit in for mc. 

There came a Tod into the fauld, 

The like ye never saw ; 
An' ere he 'd ta'en the lamb he took, 

I 'd rather he 'd ta'en them a'. 

About three quarters after this, 
As she draye out her failier's bye ; 

Up eame a meriy young gentleman. 
An' he's bliniit the bonny lassie by. 

"Wha's aught the bsirn, ye'ro wi', fair May !" 
•Die bonny lassie she thought shame; 
Slie 'b turu'd a red cheek to the grun', 
" I 've ft young guderaan at hame." 
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'Sae loud T hear je lie, fail" May, 

Sae loud's I haar ye lis ; 
Do ye no inin' o' the tniat.y nighb, 
I was by tlie jowe Ijiights ivi' theet" 

He 'b lighted frae his milt-white steed, 

An' set the fuir May on ; 
"Cheer up, cheei' ap, my nin true la-re, 
Te hae won me, ivi' mony a moan." 

He 's oled her in the Bilk eae saft, 

Wi' a peavl nboon hei- e'e ; 
An' lie 's made her a Lady o' the Ian', 

The piidu o' tlie Wast Connteis, 



Dear Girran's fairy liaiinted stream, 
Bargany's bank's sae bi-aw; 

The anld ash tree that nurslinlee 
lean'd owre my daddy's ha'. 
When in my fourteenth year, I was taken fi'om Bohool on aceonnt 
of my health. This was in 1806, when my father was in the employ- 
ment of Sir Hew Dalrymple Hamilton, of Bargany. About this 
lime, Sir Hew, with many of the landed proprietors in Girvan valley, 
had eoimnenwd improving their estates, by forest planUng and orna- 
mental gardeniDg, and I was put into Uie nurseries and fields to 
harden my consdtution and check my overgrowth. Amongst my 
planting companions I found a number of intelligent yonng men, 
who had got up, in a large gi'anary, a private tiieatre, where they 
occasionally perfoiroed, for the januseraent of the neighbourhood, 
the " Gentle Shepherd," " Douglass," &e., and in due time I was, to 
my great joy, found tall enough, lassie-looking enough, and flippant 
enough fo take the part of the pert "Jenny," and the fiist relish I 
got for anything like sentimenta! song, was from learning and sing- 
ing the songs in that pastoi'al. Auld ballads that my mother sung — 
and slie sang many and sang them well — having been all the poetry I 



.lec.y Google 



210 

cared for. For three yeai'S, which waa up to the timo we removed to 
Roslio, I remained in this employinent, acquiring a tough, sound con- 
stitution, and at tlie same time some Imowledge of nursery and floral 
culture. It was towards the end of this moat pleasant period, tiiat 
I first " burst into song," and I am inclined to think that I broke into 
it wrong end foremost; sweet songs having sent me a wooing, 
instead of wooing having set me a singing. Indeed my planting 
companions sti'ove to convince me tliat my " sweet songs " wiire as 
silly as they were simple. I had. caught the itch, however, and 
braving boih rhyme and reason, I kept scratching away. As I still 
remember one of those "love lays," I give it as a specimen. It was 
addressed to 

JESSIE. 

SwEBT Jessie, -wlioa tlio light is low, 

An' gloaming's on the clud ; 
Could ye be on the bourtree knowe, 

Or in the Lintree wud! 

Or mate an en-sod up the glen ! 

Or by the iiarley miU ! — 
It 's joy to see ye, Jessie dear, 

When I eoroe o'er the hill 1 

I've mony things t« say, love. 

An' mony things to epeer : 
An' sweet it is to walk and taik, 

When simmer nights are clear. 

To wander 'maug Bargauy'e bowers. 

An' Boent the e'eiiiug air ; 
For the miup I sea ye, Jessie dear, 
I lo'e ye aye the mair. 

Pleiiaant indeed is the remembrance of these my planting and play- 
acting days, and well do I remem.ber the way I foil in love witli the 
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sweet Jessie of my song. Being nbout my own jige and size, she 
nsed to loan me s'orae of her "br;iws" to busk me up for my parts, 
and instruct me how to deport myself in gown and kirUe ; then her 
genty hands would aii'ange my Tierchief and fix flowers in my cap, 
her pretty fa*e boliWog and sweet breath blowing all the time around 
my bewildered head, till, how eonld I help it Jessie 1 I fell " owre llie 
lugs in love wi' tliee," 

It was during these braw days, and those I spent at Baliantrae, 
that I laid in my small poetic stock m trade, together with the 
"rough braid lallans o' the Cairiek Carles," who, certiunly then, were 
a people distinct from the other districts of Ayi'shire — Kyle and 
Cunningham. Indeed, we find that, in the days of Bmus, when the 
" auld and new lights " were warring it the wildest, the Carrick clergy 
kept almost entirely out of the fray — as the only one of their minis- 
ters that Bums mentions m his Kirk's Alarm, is the Rev. Stephen 



Young, of the pwish of 

" Barr Stennia, Bar Steenie, what mean ye ? what mean ye 

If ye 11 maddla nse mair ivi' the matter ; 
Te may hae some pretence to hatin's an' eeose, 

Wi' people wha kaa ye cae better." 

Theii' indifference to " Holy Tulzies" may be attributed, however, 
as much to their ignorance as to theh good sense, as I don't recollect 
having ever listened while there to any theological discnssion, either 
in public or pnvate ,' nor lind we any dissenters amongst us, except a 
small remnant of Cameronians, who were called " Hill folk," that 
met annually, and had a week's " preaching" on a hill side, near the 
ruined church of old Dailly. This spot, it seems, was held holy by 
them, as being the subject of one of the fiunous Alexander Pedan'a 
prophecies. 

When the asheo ti'ees in the kirliyard kise, 
Happy are they tJiat tha,t day misa ; 
Tor the French will eome afore it's wlsl^ 
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At dawing when the la-n's in mist. 

An." a boy that wi' three thumbs a'nU be born, 

Will hand three kings' steeds on that awfu' morn ; 

An' the burn will rin sio a fearfu' flootl, 

That the bridle reins will dreep in blood. 

Duviag Bonapaiie's threat of invasion, the "ashen trees" were 
carefully watched, and the thumha of all dew horn hahes carefully 
counted. But the Lord of the manor haying cut down the trees, and 
no hoys appearing with oxti'a thumbs, the holy place became dese" 



Slow o'er a sty young May had 5rest, 
The glow of day was gathering west ; 
Whore darkly 'gainst the deepening glare, 
Rose the rough ruins of SaiEt. Clair. 

These "rough ruins" of Roslin Castle have long been in the 
possession of the St. Chiirs, Earia of Cnithneas imd Orkney. 
Duiing the invasion of 1554, it shared the fnta of Craigiailler and 
several others which the fi'oopa of Henry YIII. burnt in their marcih 
towards the capital. Since that period it has contisucd a gi'sceful 
and "haunted rum," to which every succeeding year, while it saps 
its strength, adds more romanlae beauty, and renders it a, slJU fitter 
subject for the painter and every lover of the picturesque. 

To the neighbourhood of these " haunted ruins," my father 
removed in the summer of 1S09, aad rich indeed is the little valley 
of the Esk in all those charms that Scotland's lowlands alone can 
give. Still it would appear from the following lines I hankered afte'' 
" Girvan's faiiy-hiiuntcd stream." 



Your Castle and your holy-house. 
Tour wildly wooded vale; 

Te ruined wa'a o' Woodhouselee, 
Heard Lady Bothwdl's wail. 
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Te clasrio gvovea o' HawtTiorndean, 

lu a' your simmer pride, 
Te oanna yet gar me forget 

My bonny Girran side. 
Your towera an' trees an' flowery leaa, 

Are beantifnl to see ; 
Yet, sair miea I one lovely eye, 

Theee charms to mark wi' me. 

When morning daws, or e'ening fa'^ 

Tour hirds sing loud an' lang ; 
E'en maidH an' men join blithely then, 

But where is Jessie's sang ! 
Young Bimmer'B suna, an' eoutbart win's. 

Spreads gladness far an' wide ; 
But my delight's in ailent nights. 

An' dreams o' Giryan side. 

Strong as these ties apparently wei-e, they did not long slaud 
" ehange o' face and chiingo o' place," but soon gavo way, and in 
Bailor phrase, " came home," as in a sonnetpennod some year after- 
wards the name " Kind Kattie " ia substituted for " Sweet Jessie." 

Kind Kattie on neist sabbath day. 

Whan granny an' joursel'. 
Are duly started for the liirit, 

Awee afore the bell. 

Tell granny ye've forgotten clean. 

Tout- napkin or your book ; 
Syne hurry baob but talc the slap 

Leads to our eoeey nook. 

Well tJien tak down the lovera' loan, 

An' owre the Hewin height; 
Ne'er mic' your granny, Kattie dear. 

What can bhe do but flyte f . 



.lee .y Google 



,1,., Google 



